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make it ioucl. make it break 
decibel records, make it 
a sonic boom, make it a Q 
big deal. jy^gm^«i^ make 
it a song, make it a move- 
ment, make it so huge 
that it swallows up the 
whole scene, make it 
blow the doors off. make 
it make your idols scratch 
their heads, make it a 
reason to get up in the 
morning, make it rattle 
off the walls and make it 
an echo you'll remember 
for your whole life. 




SOMETIMES 

THE 

HUMAN 

RACE 

HAS TO 

START 

OVER... 



The universe ia 
about to uncover 
a mythical race. A race 
believed to exist only in 
fairy tales and ancient 
prophecies. 

A race rumored to 
possess unfathomable 
abilities. 
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A race destined 
to be the salvation 
iBll living creatures. 

A race known 
■ as Humanity. , 
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Race to Save Humanity! Download & find hidden 
Advent Rising icons to win $1,000,000 or hundreds of 
other cool prizes! 

Two month Xbox Live^" trial included with game purchase in specially marked pockages. 
Contest starts 6/9/05. 
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On second thought, don't sock it to us: (clockwise from top) Tomoharu "Gian" tto of Electric Eel Shock, Kele Okereke of Bloc Party, and Laura Wills of Pony Up! at SXSW 




60 THEY CAME FROM OUTER JERSEY 

My Chemical Romance left the suburbs to share their 
goth-inspired sound with the world. But before comic- 
book-obsessed leader Gerard Way can save anyone, 
he'll have to battle his Inner villains. By Andy Gmenwald 

BB "IT'S KIND OF ILLgQAL FOR TWO BROTHERS 

TO MAKE LOVE" 

Not even the grandiose Brit-rock of Oasis can contain 
everything Liam and Noel Gallagher need to get off their 
chests. And even wihen they're not in the same room, 
they still can't get along. By Marc Spitz 
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SHE'S GOT BIG BALLS 

What would compel otherwise ordinary women to dress 
up and pay homage to some of rock's most macho 



bands? Raise your lighters and welcome AC/DShe, 
Lez Zeppelin, and Cheap Chick. By Chuck Klosteman 



an EAT -EM AND SMILE 

When we venture Into the forest, we lose our wallets. 
When Sleater-Klnney did It, they emerged with their raw, 
chaotic new album. The Woods. By Caryn Gam 

M LOCALS RULE! 

Photography by Jelle Wagenaar; fashion by Daniela Jung 



AUSTIN TRANSLATION 

We journeyed deep Into the heart of Texas to revel in the 
annual orgy of new bands known as the South by 
Southwest Music and Media Conference. Which bands 
blew our minds and which simply blew? 



ON THE COVER: 

My Chemical Romance 
photographed by 
Phil Mucci. Grooming: 
Kristin Hilton. 
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12 FEEDBACK 

Letters. Plus: Reader of the 
Month! 




15 NOISE 

The month in music / Bacl<staga 
Pass: Coldplay thaw out at a 
"secret" L.A. gig; Billy Idol 
sneers (playfully) at shoppers. 
By Marc Spitz I Like Rasputin, 
Lollapalooza just keeps coming 
back again; those crazy charac- 
ters called Goriliaz; the body art 
of the Game; the goriest death- 
metal moments; Backstreet 
Boys welcome back their 
(hard-)core constituents; explore 
Stephen Malkmus' preoccupa- 
tion with bad singers and punk 
rock. / Live: Slint's return makes 
their fans slouch with joy; New 
York takes a bite out of grime. / 
Rock stars' ska pasts; the Go! 
Team, Annie, and three other 
artists tastier than a chicken- 
fried steak with gravy. 

45 EXPOSURE 

Movies, TV, books, scarecrows / 
After fighting the undead in 
28 Days Later, Gillian Murphy 
looks to raise a few hairs as a 
diabolical villain in Batman 
Begins. By Dave ltzl<off I Lords 
of Dogtown celebrates the kings 
of abandoned pools; discover 
Ron IHoward's cult rock opus 
Coffon Candy; Entourage's 
Jerry Ferrara pontificates on 
fame and Mom's meatballs; 
teaching dirty looks and killer 
hooks at Rock School. 
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Murder on his 
mind: Citlian 
Murphy of 
B.ifnijn Begins 



RANT AND ROLLOVER 

There is no one weirder than 
Michael Jackson. There is no 
one more normal than Michael 
Jackson. Discuss. 
By Chucl< Klosterman 



90 REVIEWS 



Coldplay try to reach the heav- 
ens and get awfully close on the 
gorgeous XSY. By Mikael Wood 
Plus: The White Stripes, Goriliaz, 
Oasis, Alkaline Trio, Common, 
and morel 

REAL-LIFE ROCK TALES " 

Kelly Osbourne shows her Great 
Dane that she's the princess of 
darkness. As told to Sarah 
Lewitinn by Kelly Ostmume; 
illustration by Amanda Conner 
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Dear. ll^iM^on, 



HeV ^ I'M t^/Ki(n To EE ^0^^ A iJ<?t/C-i, 

MAY e)tr Mo MTMs. x^M Gio/N/^ r<? 

CoutD Vou PL^se reeo my 



Anywhere 



Cat, Dog , Goldfish , Roommate 



Your Name 



GO ANYWHERE, 
NOWTHAT YOU CAN. v* 

You never thought you could own a Discovery, bulp 
now you can with the Land Rover Certified Pr^ 
Owned Program. Its legendary capability, 140-pS 
inspection and comprehensive warranty coverage 
put Discovery within your reach. 

Hundreds of people are now doing what they n 
thought they could, in a vehicle they never thou 
they could own. Like Kari of Mission Viejo, CA, 
got into her Discovery for under $24,000.** 

re details, visit www.landroverusa.com/i 



*See your Retailer for limited warranty details. **2002 Land Rover Discovery purchased for $21,480, excluding taxe 
in Mission Vi^o, CA, on 1/24/05. Actual vehicle not shown. Your price will differ depending on model availahi ' , 
determine prices. Tread Lightly!* Drive responsibly off-highway. S52005 Land Rover North America, Inc. 




m a Land Rover Certified Pre-Owned Retailer 
mileage and condition. Lane: ^' ■ " 
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BEYONDTHEPIT.NET 

YOUR DESTINATION FOR MUSIC, NEWS, 
CULTURE AND HOT OPINIONS. 






RATITUDE 
DAYS AWAY 
TRANSPLANTS ^ 
THE NERVOUS RETURN 
THE ACADE 



BROUGHT TO YOU BY 

ATLANTIC RECORDS 




PHILMUCCI 

Inside: Shot My Chemical Romance for "TTiey Came From Outer 
Jersey" (page 60) Lives in: Brooklyn, NY Age: 36 Other credits: 
Mucci has designed CD cover art for Ludacris and Louis XIV. 
My chemical Inspiration: "We were going for a Dr. Strangelove 
meeis Akira kind of thing. I think it made sense." 



SCARLET PAGE 
Inside: Shot the Go! Team for 
Bands to Watch (page 36) Lives 
in: London Age: 34 Year's best 
singer/songwriter (so far): Tom 
Vek Workload: Page spent most 
of last year as the Darkness' 
official photographer. On the Go! 
Team: "Ian [Parton] seems to be 
the real sort of genius. Very organ- 
ized, very arty, and a little shy." 

ANDY GREENWALD 
Inside: Wrote about My Chemical 
Romance in "They Came From 
Outer Jersey" (page 60) Lives in: 
Brooklyn, NY Age: 27 Other 
words: His nev/ novel, Miss 
Misery, will be published next 
January. A real trip: "Niagara 
looked like hell after it had frozen 
over, which made it an appropriate 
spot for My Chem to play." 

CARYN GANZ 

Inside: Hung out with Sleater- 
Kinney for "Eat 'Em and Smile" 
(page 80) Lives in: Manhattan 
Age: 27 Most prized T-shirt: 
Bootleg Billy Joel purchased in 
1 993 Daily grind: Ganz is an 
associate editor at Spin. Just a 
grrrl: "Sleater-Kinney's The Woods 
has a girl-punk-band-jamming- 
out-at-Woodstock aesthetic." 
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PHOTO FINISH 

I was totally amazed by your March issue. 
What could be better than having Trent 
Reznor, Kurt Cobain, and Courtney Love on 
the same magazine cover ["20 Years of 
Classic Portraits"]? Absolutely nothing. I'm 
going to hang the picture of Billy Corgan 
above my bed. 

Angle Bohner 
Lakewood, Colorado 

The "Classic Portraits" feature was great. 
Bjork is hot, and I think that is one of the few 
photos in which I've seen Kurt Cobain smile. 
But Thom Yorke looks as if he just said, 
"Make me look like Clay Aiken." 

Michael Fisher 
Imperial, California 

Way to screw up your latest collector's 
issue. The cover looks comprehensive, but 
everything in the magazine looks like it was 
thrown together in 12 minutes. 

Sean R. Corbin 
Twentynine Palms, California 

I would hardly call a pithy 13 pages a "col- 
lector's issue." That implies this is something 
I would want to keep; however, this issue is 
going out with all the other recyclables. 

Eve Stahlberger 

Brooklyn, New York 

You forgot Pat Benatar! My first issue of Spin 
had Pat Benatar on the cover I can't believe 
you didn't choose a photo from the best voice 
in female rock history. At least you didn't 
choose some dumb-ass Madonna photo. 

77m Santori 
Westminster, Colorado 



ROCKING THE BOAT 

Thank you for sending Chuck Klosterman, 
one of today's best music journalists, adrift 
with three of yesterday's rock legends ["Ship 
of Dreams," March]. At first I was saddened 
to think that the bands I once made out to 




"Thanks for helping me remennber the best music from my 
adolescence. I read the 'Classic Portraits' issue and dreamed of 
Kurt Cobain, Billy Corgan, Trent Reznor, and Beck — all of whom 
made high school not suck as much." Amy Schmidt veiiow springs, ono 



in the early '80s are now novelty acts on a 
surreal and overpriced cruise. But Asaf 
Hanuka's brilliant illustrations made the 
journey all the more real. Bring on the 
M6tley Cruise! 

Andrew McKelvey 
Ottawa 

I appreciated the compliment about my 
sense of humor, especially since it came 
from Chuck Klosterman. His sarcasm never 



WHPT'S NEW PT 5PIN.COM 



This month we've got special behind-the-scenes footage from the South by Southwest music 
festival, including an exclusive interview with Stephen Malkmus. You'll also find even more stories 
behind the Game's outrageous tattoos. And you can listen to exclusive tracks from your favorite 
bands, watch videos, and rant and rave with other fans. The site's other cool new features include 
breaking news, editors' picks, a staff blog, an enhanced streaming section, and lots more. 
SPIN.COM: All the music that rocks. Without the paper cuts! 



fell back on easy cruelty. He seems to under- 
stand and respect what we do, perhaps 
more than I did myself. 

Neal Doughty 
Los Angeles 

Editor's note: The writer is the keyboardist for 
REO Speedwagon. 

Being a Styx fan, I had some interest in the 
article about the Rock'n'Roll Holiday Escape. 
I wanted to comment specifically on a 
statement made by Klosterman. He writes: 
"I can think of at least two other hard-rock 
songs titled 'Snowblind,' and this appears to 
be the only one that Is not about cocaine." 
To me, this song has always been about 
overcoming some form of drug addiction, 
most likely cocaine. 

Victor E. Aldridge III 
Terre Haute, Indiana 
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POLL POSITIONS 

The Readers Poll [March] 
reminded me of a high school 
yearbook— that is, if you replaced 
the popular jocks with drugged- 
out musicians. Thanks for 
creating a new reality. Keep 
up the good work. 

Alyssa Schimmel 
Levittown, Pennsylvania 

How dare your readers say that U2 
should retire! I weep for the future 
of this country. 

Michael Pagano 
Brooklyn, New York 

Enlightened and astute Sp/n read- 
ers rightfully selected Morrissey as 
the Best Solo Artist of 2004. He is 
a compassionate humanitarian 
whose cerebral lyrics, mesmeriz- 
ing melodies, and sensational 
singing combine to make him a 
paragon of excellence. 

Brien Comerford 
Glenview, Illinois 



Listening to "Take Me Out" Is 
the aural equivalent of eating a 
piece of dry white toast. Franz 
Ferdinand deserve the award for 
"Best Shingle." Now, I'd vote 
for that. 

Scott Moody 

Little Rock, Arkansas 



SIGNED, SEALED, 
DELIVERED 

I read Dave Eggers' column and 
contractual agreement between 
artist and fan ["And Now, a Less 
Informed Opinion," March] on a 
ten-hour bus ride. I'm a firm 
believer in the High Fidelity theory 
that compatibility tsetween people 
depends on the kind of music they 
like. I realized I was probably the 
only one with Elvis Costello, the 
Clash, and the Arcade Fire on his 
or her iPod. And you know what? I 
wouldn't want it any other way. 

Lauren Younis 
Lake Zurich, Illinois 




READER OF THE MONTH 

Occupation: Student 
Music: Weezer, Wilco, the 
Smiths, Aaliyah, Eminem, the 
Pixies, Judy Gariand 
Hobby: Watching canceled TV 
I ^ jf f f { ^ shows on DVD (Freaks and 
\ '/ \fj Geeks, Popular. Angel) 

^ ^ Hates: Mischa Barton, too 

much sun, George W. Bush 
March issue verdict: "It was 
great to see such awesome pho- 
tos of Thorn Yorke, Beck, and 
Kurt Cobain, and to revisit the 
days when Kurt and Courtney 
were just Frances Bean's 
parents who played music." 

Do you wanna be a Reader of the Month? Yeah, you do! Send a high-resotutton 
.jpg Image file and your phone number to readerofthemonth@spln.com — or post 
a photo to the address below c/o "Reader of tlie Month." 



Write Feedback, Spin, 205 Lexington Ave., New Yorit, NY 10016, visK spin.com, or 
e-mail feedback@spln.com. Always Include your full name, mailing address, and phone 
number for verification. Letters may be edited for length and clarity. Want a back Issue 
of Spin7 cite the issue by month and year, Include your address, and send credit card info, 
check, or money order for $10 to: ISI-SPIN, 30 Montgomery St.. Jersey City. NJ 07302. 
Please allow four to six weeks for delivery. You can also call 800-274-7597. 



Jessica Dickens, 22, 
Vancouver 



"HEAVEN SENT! IF UNIVERSITIES EVER START GRADUATE PROGRAMS IN ROCK STARDOM, DIG! 
WILL SURELY BE A CORNERSTONE OF THE CURRICULUM!" 
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SURF'S UP FOR BEACH-STYLE HAIR! 
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□ Backstage Pass By Marc Spitz 




Warning 
acid reflux?: Martin 
and Guy Berryman 



Kid 'N Coldplay 



Warning: This item will be filled with various new 
rules. Obey them, okay? First, just as band 
breakups are no longer breakups (but rather 
pop-cultural bankruptcy declarations that provide 
a little reconstruction time before the inevitable, 
lucrative reunion tour), "secret shows" are no 
longer secret, thanks to a nation of need-to- 
know-it-all-and-share-it-all bloggers. From now 
on they will simply be known as "shows." So 
Coldplay played a show at West Hollywood's 
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Wide-eyed and sucking on bottles: Rebirthed Coldplay 




famed Troubadour club in mid-March. In town 
for a concert at the much larger Universal 
Amphitheatre to benefit local radio station KCRW, 
the biggest band in the world (who are not Green 
Day or U2) previewed their new hairstyles (Chris 
Martin's Is longish, guitarist Jonny Buckland's 
is closely shorn), as well as new material, like 
"Square One," "White Shadows," and the ballad 
"What If," from their third album, X&Y (which 
Martin described as "natural, emotional, with 
some spanking riffs"; see review on page 99). 
Gwyneth Paltrow, Martin's wife and mother of 

his Apple, was spotted in the balcony hugging 
herself, swaying, and singing along to oldies like 
"The Scientist" and the encore, "Yellow." 

"When a baby comes out of the womb, and 
it's all bloody and staiggling to breathe, that's how 
we felt," Martin told us after the gig. "Playing new 
songs was terrifying. I don't think the show was 
a disaster, but I don't think this was the Beatles 
at Shea Stadium, either." Final rule: Even if you 
father an adorable baby who gestated inside an 
Oscar-winning womb, you are allowed only one 
infant and/or spanking analogy per sound bite 
from now on. Obey! Reported by Tracey Pepper 



News, 
Gossip, 
Bands... 
Your Month 
in Music 
Starts Here 



Full Spektor 

Yoke Ono made a nonchalant exit 
out of New York's Bowery Ballroom 
after son Sean Lennon's March 30 
gig supporting quirky singer/song- 
writer Regina Spektor. "I am very 
proud," Ono said with a smile, giving 
us a quick bow. Lennon, meanwhile, 
was on the balcony with fabulous 
friends like Elizabeth Jagger (daugh- 
ter of Mick), Harper Simon (son of 
Paul), and Adam Green (a Moldy 
Peach), singing along. 

We asked Lennon if he considers 
himself a peer of Spektor's in the 
local rock scene. "No," he replied 
with an actual snort. "Everyone is 
into her music; no one is into mine." 

But Spektor's two-hour set turned 
out to be more than even her most 
devoted fans could absorb, so we 
fled to the after-party, where we saw 
Strokes Albert Hammond Jr. and 
Fabrizio Moretti. Spektor, who 
arrived with her mother, explained 
that the epically long set was an 
accident. "Nobody told me!" she 
sighed. "They came, they bought 
tickets; I didn't want to gyp them!" 
By Elizabeth D. Goodman 





"I'm the neurotic, he's the inferiority 
complex": Lennon and Spektor 
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Vice City 



Idol Worship 

The weirdest thing happened last night. A little dancer came 
dancing to our door. And then the little angel, she came pump- 
ing on the floor. She said, "Come, baby. I got a license for love. 
And if it expires, pray help from above." And then, in the mid- 
night hour, we cried, "Enough already!" You know, with the '80s 
nostalgia. But we can't help ourselves here. It was 
1984 all over again in late March, when Billy Idol 
performed a fans-only show at the Roxy in West 
Hollywood. Idol was energized after a long, hot day 
spent autographing copies of his surprisingly solid 
comeback album. Devil's Playground, and, well, 
breasts at Tower Records just up Sunset Boulevard. 

"It was fantastic. So many boobs!" He grinned. 
"Eight pairs." (That's 16 boobs!) "I've got one of 
the greatest audiences In the worid," he gushed. 
"The first time we played here, 24 years ago, I 
was drunk out of my mind, but everybody enjoyed 
it even more. It was in the days of punk, and I 
think if I hadn't been drunk, they would've thought I'd really gone 
professional." These days Idol is buff enough to perform in tight 
leather pants and not seem like your emban^assing uncle who 
drapes his arm around your shoulder and asks if you like "rock." 

With guitar hero Steve Stevens back in the fold and ex-Sex 
Pistols guitarist/local disc jockey Steve Jones sitting in, the 
set was hot, like it's hot in the city tonight, offering standards 
such as "Eyes Without a Face" and "White Wedding," a pair of 
classics from Idol's fomrier band, Generation X ("Ready Steady 
Go" and "Dancing With Myself"), and the new single, "Scream." 
"Do I look better than Vince Neil?" Idol asked the crowd with a 
knowing smile. In fact, you might describe it as a whiplash smile. 
Okay, we've oversaturated you with obnoxious references while 
not really caring if you get them or not. We can't stand ourselves 
and must get some air. Reported by Carrie Borzillo-Vrenna 



Death Becomes Them 



Resurrecting Sonny Crockett for 
ttie upcoming Miami Vice film 
must be exhausting. Especially 
with the exposed anides and 
pressure to match Don Johnson's 
grviff but casual elocution ("Freeze, 
pall"). No wonder teetotaler Colin 
Farrell was spotted blowing off 
steam backstage at superstar DJs 
Sasha and Digweed's set at the 
Amencan Airlines Arena during 
Miami's annual Vt/inter Music 
Conference. As Sasha tells us, "By 
the time I arrived to the gig, Colin, 
James Lavelle [UNKLE], and 
Tom Holkenborg [Junkie XL] 
had already warmed the place up 
nicely." Freeze, pal! 



There have been few intrusions on Seattle quartet Death Cab for Cutie while 
they've been preparing their fifth album. Plans (due this fall). "To date, nobody 
from the record company has poked their head in," singer/songwriter Ben 
Gibbard reports from Massachusetts' Long View studios. "Whether we'll have 
our own little 'Float On' is to be determined, but hopefully we won't have to deal 
with people saying, 'Hey, you should really try to remix this song. That's the hit!'" 
The poody kept indie-rock secret turned major-label players are already 
laboring to block out the sound of 20,000 angry fingers blogging their disap- 
proval (Atlantic signed the band last fall after 2003's Transatlanticism sold 225,000 
records, thanks to weekly exposure on The OC and the fact that it's, you know, 
really great). "You find a band you like, and then the kid down the street who 
beat you up and took your lunch money also likes that band. To all of a sudden 
become that band for some people is an interesting position," Gibbard says. "But 
I need to tune that stuff out. I still sneak peeks at our message board, though." 
Plans doesn't stray far from the beautiful heartache of Transatlanticism. 

Guitarist Chris Waila is again producing, and the 
songs "Brothers on a Hotel Bed." "I Will Follow You Into 
the Dark," and potential first single "Soul Meets Body" 
are sad and pretty. Prettily sad. Sadly pretty. Gibbard 
says, "I can't seem to not write sad songs!" That's fine 
with us. as long as he doesn't mean the Elton John one. 






"We milk the cows, then we rock": Death Cab for Cutie's Walla, Jason McGerr, Nick 
Harmer, and Gibbard; multitasker Walla (above) 
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Dispatches From Rock's Front Lines 



Lollapalooza Lives 

Perry Farrell ditches his test's traditional 
tour in favor of one two-day event 

By Caryn Ganz 

After a disappointing last-minute cancellation 
in 2004, Lollapalooza is returning this summer 
as a two-day festival (July 23 and 24) featur- 
ing 70 acts on five stages in Chicago's Grant 
Park. Confirmed performers include Pixies, 
Weezer, the Killers, Widespread Panic, 
Dashboard Confessional, and the Arcade Fire, 
along with ttie recently reunited Dinosaur Jr 
and Digable Planets. Although poor ticket 
sales killed the event last year, the first 2.000 
presale tickets, specially priced at $35, sold 
out in under two hours in April. 

"I thought I actually lost Lollapalooza for 
good," says test cofounder Perry Farrell. who 
resurrected the event in 2003 after a five- 
year break. Farrell has partnered with 
Capital Sports and Entertainment 
and Charles Attal Presents to 
rebuild the event with bands as a 
priority rather than secondary 
attractions like political conscious- 
ness-raising activities. According to 
Pollstar editor-in-chief Gary Bongiovanni 
2004's bill (featuring String Cheese Incident 
and Sonic Youth) "was not one that really excited 
the younger kids who tend to support day-long 
festivals." This year's "beautiful lineup, " as Fan-ell 
puts it, and revamped setup offers the festival "a 
great way to reestablish themselves," Bongiovanni 
says. "They tarnished the brand image a little bit 
by announcing a tour and then canceling it." 

Farrell says the organizers selected Chicago 
because it could accommodate 50,000 fans each 
day, and Bongiovanni notes that in the past 
Chicago has been one of the strongest markets 





Sound Bites 



for Lollapalooza. Charles Attal says he 
believes last year's Lollapalooza failed 
partly because of the types of venues 
booked for the tour, and says finding a park 
was their greatest priority this year: "There's no 
Coachella/Bonnaroo-style festival in the Midwest, 
and that's what we're trying to accomplish." 

At its inception in 1991, Lollapalooza built its 
name as a traveling pageant of music and oddi- 
ties, but since then, stand-alone events — like 
Coachella, Bonnaroo, and the Voodoo Festival — 
have become the dominant model for multiband 
concerts. Farrell, whose fest forged the way for 
tours like Warped and Ozzfest, admits it now 
seems wise to follow others' lead: "The party 
must go on." CARYN GANZ 



WHO'S BEEN ARRESTED NOW? 

Ex-Alice in Chains bassist Mike Starr 



Lolla 3.0— back in the 
black?: Dashboard's Chris 
Carrabba; Farrell (left) 



Pixies 
Frank Black 





■ Fire-breathing M6tley CrOe little 
person Mighty Mike was detained 
at the Canadian border when the 
band returned to the U.S. on April 8. 
"It's no 'big' deal." Tommy Lee said 
in a statement. "Hopefully, Mighty 
Mike will grow from the experience." 

■ Nathan Gale, the shooter who 
killed Damageplan guitarist "Dime- 
bag" Darrell Abbott and three 
others in Ohio this past December, 
had also jumped onstage during 
the band's April 2004 show in 
Cincinnati and destroyed lights 
and equipment. 

■ In an attempt to inspire peace 
and unity, Snoop Dogg held a 
Protest the West summit in April to 
call off his own beefs, including his 
infamous one with Death Row boss 
Suge Knight. 



No band was hit harder by the fall of grunge than 
Alice in Chains: Frontman Layne Staley died of a 
drug overdose, guitarist Jerry Cantrell released 
solo albums to mostly apathetic response, and 
now original bassist Mike Starr has been arrested 
in Seattle for vandalism. On April 3, Starr (who 
played on Dirt and was replaced by Mike Inez in 
1 992) was spotted swiping the hood ornament off 
a parked white Cadillac and tossing it into the 
glove compartment of his silver Toyota Tercel. 
The car's owner, who witnessed the theft and 
recognized Starr, called the cops. This is not Starr's first run-in with the 
law — his most notorious infraction came in 1 994, when he was arrested for 
stealing a suitcase from a luggage carousel at a Houston airport, then giving 
away some of the bag's contents. (Authorities also nabbed him for mari- 
juana possession.) In Seattle, Starr immediately fessed up to nabbing the 
hood ornament, but offered no excuses. KYLE ANDERSON 
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Q&A 

Goriliaz 

By Andrew Beaujon 



Murdoc: "There's 
no stylist in the 
world who could 
create an image 
like mine. It's killer!" 




Sketch show: 
Russel, 
Noodle, 2D, 
and Murdoc 



Although we frequently Interview some car- 
toonish characters, it's not often we speak with 
actual cartoons. Electro-rock band Goriliaz, 
however, are some of the most well-drawn pop 
stars around. The scruffy foursome of Noodle, 
2D, Russel, and Murdoc released Goriliaz in 
2001 , with the help of Blur's Damon Albarn and 
Dan "the Automator" Nakamura, then disap- 
peared underground. Apparently, a lot can hap- 
pen to a two-dimensional band in four years, 
from jail time to developing an even more pro- 
found appreciation for Clint Eastwood. We 
grilled the band about their absence from the 
public eye and their new album. Demon Days. 

Since your last record's release in 2001 , 
Murdoc spent time in prison, right? 

Russel: After we finished the American tour, 
we moved to Los Angeles to shoot a Goriliaz 
movie, but it kinda fell apart. Murdoc left for 
Mexico, where he spent his time drinking 
tequila and sleeping in...er, brothels. But when 
the time came to pay up, he found himself a 
little light on funds. So he forged checks. 
Murdoc: Jail wasn't all bad. I got the seven 
deadly sins tattooed across my back. I'm work- 



ing my way through them one by one. Gluttony, 
pride, and lust have been my favorites. 

Actually, you all loolc a bit haggard now. 
Have you considered hiring a stylist? 

Murdoc: There's no stylist in the world who 
could create an image like mine: tight jeans, 
some gnarly boots, razor-sharp hair, and a 
designer cape. It's killer! Kinda Victorian 
opium-eater meets East End thug. 

You guys teamed up with a mouse for your 
second record. What can you tell us about 
this interspecies collaboration? 
Murdoc: Are you off your rocker? Are you 
suggesting that one of us, like, walked into a 
pet shop and bought a mouse in order to get 
it to produce our new album? 
Noodle: The producer of our new album is 
named DJ Danger Mouse. I was impressed 
with the work he had done on his Grey Album. 
Murdoc: And Dennis Hopper read us a won- 
derful bedtime story called "Fire Coming Out 
the Monkey's Head." Then we went down to 
New Orleans to ride our bikes up the middle 
of Mardi Gras, mashed out of our faces. 



Do you fear the sophomore slump? 

Noodle: On the second album many bands 
become aware of themselves, which can 
make them lose the naive immediacy that 
made them so appealing in the first place. 
Murdoc: Interesting point. Noodle, but I don't 
think that should be an excuse for spotty, 
malodorous journalists to start picking holes 
in great albums — sometimes sabotaging a 
potentially great career— when the critic will 
inevitably make a revelatory return several 
years later, proclaiming that the album was a 
"forgotten classic." 

The song "Clint Eastwood" was on 
Goriliaz, and now you have a tracic called 
"Dirty Harry" on Demon Days. What's your 
obsession with Clint? 

Murdoc: I used to have this great picture of 
Clint on the inside of my toilet door. It was 
from A Fistful of Dollars, the classic shot of 
him with his poncho on, wincing. Some bright 
spark had drawn a speech bubble coming out 
his mouth saying, "I don't like the smell of 
that, amigo!" Always made me smile when I 
was taking a dump. 
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Tale of theTats 

For the Game, a picture on your 
body is worth a thousand words 

By Kyle Anderson 



Rappers are known for spinning tales on wax, but multiplatinum rhymer, Dr Ore associate, and 
onetime 50 Cent nemesis the Game also spins yarns on his own skin. "My tattoos are interesting 
because each one has its own story," the 25-year-old MC says. Game called from the set of 
toumnate Snoop Dogg's latest video (and took a break from indulging in his colleague's chronic, 
whose quality he described with a big "woool") to lay down the facts behind some of his 30 tats. 



Right side of neck: Black Wall Street logo ) 

"This movement originated In Tulsa, Oklahoma, in the earty 
1900s. It was a black community, and they had their own 
banks, their own churches. They were sort of governing 
themselves, and I think the government or the Ku Klux Klan 
or someone got pissed off and bombed the whole com- 
munity and killed over 2.000 people. I did a book report on It 
in the sixth grade. When It came time to name my company. 
It made perfect sense. When I say 'black,' I don't necessarily 
mean black people; I mean underground. I mean getting 
money any way you possibly can without It being illegal." 




Left eye: Teardrop 
"That's probably the only tattoo I can't 
explain in this conversation, and I think 
you can probably guess why. I ain't 
Incriminating myself. All you got to do is 
put 'teardrop on the eye' in your article 
and everybody can pretty much tell. 



Left pec: Bandanna 
"That tattoo is just one representation of 
where I come from. It's a red bandanna 
that turns Into a blood drop as It nears 
my heart. I bleed for the gangster life I 
grew up In. I wish I could take away the 
death and violence, but what It does for 
young men growing up without fathers is 
provide an outside family. We only look 
at the bad side of It, but there's a lot of 
gang members who are in positions In 
big corporations. They're fucking million- 
aires, and no one knows they're OGs.' 



Stomach: Stretch 

"That's what they called me 
when I was younger 'cause I 
was always taller and bigger 
than all the other kids. I got 
that tattoo right here on my 
couch In the 'hood, man. As 
soon as the guy did the first 
fucking line, I ran out the 
house. It was excruciating. 
That was the only one I got 
at home — most of the rest 
were done by this guy 
named Clown, but we call 
him El Cheapio, because 
barely charges me anythi 



! he 



hing. 



Right forearm: 

Eazy-E 

"I'm from Compton. 
man. I got a chance to 
meet Eazy. And I think 
because of the HIV virus, 
people shy away from 
giving him the props 
that he deserves. And 
everybody should 
become more aware.... 
And speaking of 
tattoos, watch your 
needles, cause that 
transmit the virus, 
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Hands: Chuck Taylor 
"A lot of people think I 
have CHUCK taylor on my 
hands because I'm from 
Compton and everyone 
\ on the West Coast 
wears Converse All- 
Stars. No, I lost one of 
my best friends in '99. 
His name was Charles, 
and that's where Chuck 
comes from, and Taylor 
is my last name, so 
there you have It. It's 



also my alias.' 
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spin took Miami by storm at this year's Winter Music Conference. Our travels 
began at Tommie Sunshine's annual birthday bash The 16-hour DJ marathon 
featured incomparable sets by Diplo. Evil 9 Junior Sanchez, and Stretch 
Armstrong, From there, we hit the second annual M3 conference where 
Spin sponsored a perfect poolside performance by John Legend- Next, we 
celebrated world-famous DJ Danny Howell s fifth year at B E D.. Miami's sexiest 
club, where Danny rocked the house until the early morning. Just when we 
thought it couldn't get any hotter. Spin hosted an exclusive party with DJ 
Sasha in a private mansion. Before heading back to NYC. we had one more 
event to throw, a listening party for Daft Punk's latest release, Human After AH. 

(I) Princess Superstar and friend, 13) partygoers at Tommie Sunshine's birthday bash. 
43) M3 at the Surfcomber hot«l. (4) the Glass' Leah (center) and KaplOKutt (right) with 
Utend, (5) Tommie Sunshine's martager Jim Welch, doesn c kiss and tell. (6) Daft Punk 
fans at the listerMng party at the Marhn Hotel. (7) Global Urvderground US label manager 
Chns Barbour tn B E D. (8) DJ Danny How^ls works the crowd ir BE D, 
Sp^ii] ' thanks Jo Gtobat Underground Ofd Sple9. Virgin ftocorda, and Hg-ZMf^ Cigarwttea 





Old Kids on the Block 

With a new album on the way, the Backstreet Boys- 
remember them? — bring matching hats, squealing fans, 
and late-'90s nostalgia to a Manhattan rock club 
By Dave Itzkoff 

Adele, a college freshman from the New York City suburb of Merrick, 
Long island, is accustomed to ending her day in a comfy dormitory bed, 
but last night a homeless man advised her how to sleep on the Manhattan 
streets. "He said to stuff my clothes with newspaper," recalls the styl- 
ish 19-year-old, a Coach handbag over her shoulder and sunglasses 
atop her head, "to put my money down my panties, and don't eat sugar" 
Since 9 p.m. the previous evening, Adele and three of her pals have 
spent nearly 24 hours wading in a sea of empty Poland Spring bottles 
and well-read copies of CosmoGIRU outside the rock club Irving Plaza, in 
pursuit of a goal they are now minutes from achieving: the privilege — no, 
the right — to be in the front row when the Backstreet Boys take the stage. 

The excitable best friends are only four of the thousand or so faithful 

pilgrims who have stretched their allowances and curfews to witness 
the second-greatest boy band of the late 1990s perform just their second 
U.S. show since President Bush declared "mission accomplished" in Iraq. 
Kristina, a shy, slender 1 4-year-old from Staten Island, talked her mother 
into calling in sick at her law firm so the two could get in line at 7:30 this 
morning. ("I tend to listen to whatever she's listening to," says Kristina's 
mom, Judy.) Across the street, a stretch Lincoln is waiting to return eight 
adolescent moppets in matching blue jeans and bootleg Backstreet 
T-shirts to their loving parents. "For 15 years, I was a corrections officer 
at Rikers Island," says the limo's sweatshirted chauffeur, Robert, who's 
being paid $500 for the job. "Compared to that, this Is tiddlywinks." 
Perhaps it's the Backstreet Boys themselves who have traveled the 



Sashay to heaven: Kevin Richardson, Brian Littrell, A.J. McLean, Howie 
Dorough, and Nick Carter; five limo-driven fanatics replenish vital electrolytes 

farthest to be here. Though their last studio album, 2000's Black & Blue, 
sold almost 1 .6 million copies in its first week, it's hard to know where the 

quintet fits in a posf-9/1 1 , post-Lou Pearlman, post-50 Cent world. 
Their two gigs at the 1 ,000-capacity club (which in the weeks following 
will host Dogs Die in Hot Cars and a ten-show Erasure reunion stand) 
have sold out, but nearly everyone seems to have obtained their tickets 
through traditional channels, without resorting to eBay, scalpers, or the 
Mafia. And there's a strange desperation to the group's online zinnounce- 
ment of their upcoming album, which features plenty of exclamation 
points but no release date or even a title: "Though the musical direction 
has shifted with the times," it reads, "you can definitely expect to hear a 
classic BSB album with great vocals and great chonjses!" Well, great! 

If the Boys are feeling uncertain, their fans are united in their convic- 
tions: They know Nick Carter didn't beat up Paris Hilton (and if he did, says 
Alex, 20, "she deserved it"), they know that other boy bands can't compete 
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f'N Sync sucks my ass," says Kelli, 32, from Neptune, New Jersey), and 
they know tonight's show won't be anything short of a religious experi- 
ence. "It's going to be amazing," insists Kat, 1 8. "I will be brought to tears." 

There's probably no spiritual symbolism intended when the Boys take 
the stage in matching white vestments (and fedoras) to perform their 
vaguely inspirational anthem "The Call," and at that moment, they have 
the semblance of being a real band. Their choreography is more elab- 
orate and precise than such an intimate venue would require, though 
their circular moves sometimes leave them singing to their musicians 
instead of the adoring audience. But the vintage-'90s fashion con- 
formity doesn't last long, and when they strip to their street clothes for 
their third song, "More Than That," it's obvious that these Boys have 
matured into drastically dissimilar men: Former heartthrob Carter sports 
a set of muscles that would make Jose Canseco feel inadequate, Brian 
Littrell and Howie Dorough have grown up gangly and awkward, while 
poor A.J. McLean's hairiine has retreated the full length of his frontal 
lobe, and Kevin Richardson has a weariness in his 33-year-old face 
that's visible all the way from the mixing board. These guys are about as 
compatible as diabetics and Red Bull. 

But damn if Backstreet isn't on message more consistently than the 
Bush administration. At regular intervals of three to four songs, each 
Boy addresses the crowd directly, to thank them for their patience, 
inform them that they're all part of the Backstreet family, and remind 
them that there's an album coming in June. (When McLean introduces 
"Incomplete," one of five new songs they'll play tonight, he mentions 
four times that it's the band's new single.) Their stage patter isn't quite 
as coherent when they aren't shilling new product: "That song's about 



all the crsizy things going on In the world today," Richardson says about 
"Weird Worid," a love ballad that is in no way at>out the war in Iraq, the 
right-to-life movement, or the Michael Jackson trial. Composed with 
Five for Fighting's John Ondrasik, the song could easily be an outtake 
from the Millennium sessions, and that's sort of the point. Unlike their 
'N Sync archrival Justin Timberiake, who successfully crossed over to 
the hip-hop universe, or JC Chasez, who took a competent stab at a 
club career, Backstreet don't want to — or simply can't— associate 
themselves with a more contemporary sound. Being a boy band is the 
only mode of operation they understand. 

Of course, none of this matters to the fans, who shriek with equal inten- 
sity regardless of whether they recognize the song that's being performed. 
When the Boys unleash a fairly energetic rendition of "I Want It That Way," 
the romantically attached sing along into their cell phones. And when 
they ask, "Am I sexual?" at the end of "Everybody (Backstreet's Back)," 
their 18th and final song of the night, even the audience members who 
started puberty eariier this morning squeal with rebellious glee. If every- 
one in the room wants to cling to the belief that it's still the 20th century 
and the Backstreet Boys haven't lost a single step in the four-plus years 
they've been utteriy absent from the cultural consciousness, who's to 
say they shouldn't be allowed an hour and a half to indulge their fantasy? 

As the Boys wrapped up their encore-free show just shy of 1 1 p.m. 
and the crowd emptied onto Irving Place, some concertgoers could be 
heard complaining about a slight ringing in their ears. It might have been 
the result of standing too close to the club's formidable audio system, 
or it might have been a side effect of emerging from a time warp: the 
sound of the past endlessly attempting to catch up with the present. 





Boyz in da club: (from left) Backstreet's Dorough works his "cuddly" image; one of these fans may 
or may not be a state representative; beleaguered Boy Carter 



The Boys. 1997 




Even the audience 
members who started 
puberty earlier this morning 
squeal with rebellious glee. 
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The Records 
That Changed 
My Life 

Stephen Malkmus 

By Adrienne Day 



As the voice of laconic, uberliterate slackers 
everywhere, Stephen Malkmus has settled 
connfortably into his post-Pavement career, 
releasing a new album, Face the Truth, and 
fathering a child with his girlfriend. "The baby 
likes some of the songs by [early-70s blues- 
psych band] Zephyr — ^they quiet her down," he 
says. "And I heard children are only supposed 
to like hip-hop, so this is good to know." 

REDD KROSS BORN INNOCENT (Frontier, 
1981) "In high school I liked Angry Samoans 
and the Circle Jerks, but I always felt I liked 
punk because I was supposed to. But Bom 
Innocent had these '60s references, this 
[Charles] Manson and Linda Blair stuff. They 
were Just teenagers, and it sounds like it was 
recorded in ten minutes, but it was really 
trashy and something new. Then something 
went wrong, and they got into long hair and 
Kiss covers. They totally lost the plot." 

MY BLOODY VALENTINE ISN T ANYTHING 
(Sire. 19fifl) "Before I started Pavement, this 
was the record that my friends and I got really 
excited about. We played it to death until it got 
all scratched and beat up. [Back then] MBV 
were a less confident band; they weren't trying 
to smash home some point like that instant 
Mojo classic Loveless, which has beautiful 
songs and melting sexy guitars and is revela- 
tory, but this one is much more interesting." 

MORGEN MORGEN (Probe. 1969) "This was 
their only album, and it sold very poorly. It had 
a picture of Edvard Munch's The Scream on the 
cover, which prob)ably wasn't a very good idea. 
Sometimes it's really hard, upbeat Who-style 
songs mixed with some warped Stooges wah- 
wah guitar. Rick Rubin should hear Morgen, 
because then all these other bands could be 
Influenced by Morgen instead of Hendrix." 

MAD RIVER PARADISE BAR AND GRILL 
(Capitol, 1969) "San Francisco bands like the 




Grateful Dead, Jefferson Airplane, and Mad 
River are all important because they were the 
first groups where the singer was bad but the 
band was good. Mad River had the weirdest 
singer, a little like Don Van Vliet from Captain 
Beefheart. None of the Dead could sing, but 
they worked around that, and that's impor- 
tant for someone like me, because I can't 
really sing." 

ZEPHYR SUNSET RIDE (Warner Bros., 1972) 
"Tommy Bolin was in this band, though he 
joined Deep Purple near the end. It looks like it 
should be a horrible record — from the cover 
you'd think it was a Little Feat or Jimmy Buffett 
record. But I love this slow, moody, atmos- 
pheric kind of songwriting." 

AZITIS HELP (Capitol, 1970) "I'm not an 
ardent follower of Christian rock, but in the 
'60s there were lots of Jesus freaks who took 
acid and saw the devil in the mirror and real- 
ized they had to be saved. The whole genre is 
filled with some of the most atrocious lyrics 
known to mankind, but I love the harmonies 
on this album. Some of the singing has a slight 
church bent in the melodies, because now 
they're going to church, even if it's some hairy 
people's church." 



THE FALL GROTESQUE (Rough Trade, 1980) 
"In the '80s the Fall were a force to be reck- 
oned with. Mark E. Smith bashed it out 
through the '90s and his records are great, but 
people don't care as much, just as they don't 
care what I'm doing as much now maybe as 
they once did. You have your moment." 

STATUS QUO DOG OF TWO HEAD (Janus, 
1971) "Status Quo are sort of like AC/DC but 
not quite as numb-headed. If we were in 
England — which we aren't, thank God — and I 
were to mention Status Quo, they would be 
like, "Surely, you must be joking!" The Quo 
are giant there, but they symbolize '70s pub 
people. These new bands are trying to do 
exactly what the Quo did but can't do it even 
half as well." 

THE DESPERATE BICYCLES REMORSE 
CODE (Refill, 1 979) "Punk was becoming co- 
opted by the mainstream back then, but these 
guys took this punk DIY ethos — no producers, 
no managers, no hype machine — and just 
made their records for, like, 50 cents and 
pressed them up on white sleeves. They 
refused to have their records rereleased and 
did no interviews, so they're the coolest by far, 
because they're not in it for the money." 
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The most evil moments in Norwegian black metal f 

. By Seth Woehrte 

" * All summer long, 24-hour sunlight will shine upon Norway, a country known for 
its sweater-clad cross-country skiers, garden gnome factories, and of course, 
those fjords. But Norwegian life isn't always so bright: In the early 1990s, 
Satanic black-metal records by bands like Mayhem and Satyricon overtook 
pickled herring as the nation's largest export. The movement's core, who 
called themselves the Black Circle, became Infamous for church burnings and 
posing with complicated knives on the cover of Kerrang! If you thought the 
50 Cent/Game feud was violent, prepare to be sickened by the most vicious, 
disgusting, black events of Viking hate rock. 

4 Maytiem vocalist, Dead, commits suicide with a shotgun; his bandmate 
makes use of corpse. In 1991 Mayhem guitarist Euronymous found 21 -year-old 
Dead dead, and instead of calling Oslo police, he snapped gruesome photos 
that later appeared on the cover of a bootleg Mayhem album. After scraping 
up brain matter and skull fragments, he gobbled a stew made of the former, 
and the latter became part of a bandmate's necklace. 

4 The Black Circle burn historic churches across Norway. Mayhem 
bassist Count Grishnackh's alleged torching of the 12th-century Fantoft 
Stave Church in 1992 sparked a fad among Norwegian teens bored with 
lutefisk and Magic the Gathering: There now have been more than 45 church 
fires in Norway, with one-third linked to the Black Circle and their followers. 

4 Mayhem guitarist stabbed to death by Mayhem bassist. In 1993 
Euronymous bled to death in his apartment building's stainwell from 23 
stab wounds. Cops arrested his bandmate Grishnackh, who was found 
with explosives and plans to bomb a church during a religious holiday. 
Grishnackh's possible motives included a desire to punish Euronymous 
for once wearing a decidedly unwicked white sweater. 

^ Gorgoroth singer assaults a man in a ritual attack, goes vam- 
pire. In 2002 Gaahl kicked a 41 -year-old man's teeth out, collected 
his blood, and drank it. He was sentenced to 18 months in prison. 
He had previously spent a year in jail for torturing a man for hours. 

4 Fan's skull fractured by sheep head at a Mayhem con 
cert. With only one original Mayhem member alive or out of 
jail in 2003, a new band member lost control of the sheep 
whose head he was severing and beaned Per Kristian 
Hagen, fracturing his skull. "My relationship to sheep is a 
bit ambivalent now," Hagen said from his hospital bed. "I 
like them, but not when they come flying through the air" 

^ The Count "escapes" from a Norwegian prison. In 

2003 Grishnackh, serving a 21 -year sentence for murder 
and arson, received an honor pass for a few days leave. 
After failing to return and hijacking a family's car, he was 
caught with an assault rifle and 700 bullets, attempting to 
flee to Sweden, a.k.a. Norway's Mexico. 

^ Live Gorgoroth show brings police investigation. 

When the curtains parted to reveal the stage at this 

2004 concert, the audience saw a tableau of naked 
bodies squirming on crosses, disembodied sheep 
heads, and gallons of blood. The band is under 
Investigation for "causing religious offense," as 
well as cruelty toward animals. 
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Alienated from his emotions, 
audience: Brian McMahan 



3.19.05 

Slint 

Irving Plaza 
New York City 

These days no one stays dead, the past never sleeps, and no amount of bad blood can wash 
away the allure of a reunion payday. Indie-rock reunions even ask us to get nostalgic for 
bands whose cultural moments felt more like passing moods than big chills. Yet Slint seemed 
above reuniting, maybe because they often seemed above existing. Some bands hit like light- 
ning bolts; Slint emerged like a cloud formation, emitting elusive brood-rock during a brief 
early-'90s tenure and rarely traveling beyond their native Louisville (this three-night stand 
was the band's first time playing New York since 1989). Its members eventually found higher- 
profile roles in bands like Zwan (guitarist Dave Pajo) and the Breeders (drummer Britt Watford). 

As with the Velvet Underground's resurfacing in 1 993, we never thought we'd be asked to tum 
our private love for this act into a communal affair. And when the blue-lit musicians tiptoed 
onstage, a tide of gently remonstrant shhhh-\r\g gave way to a silence so fully observed you 
could almost hear fingers cross strings. Slint then adhered to every rule of the classic rock cash- 
in toun They got up and played their songs exactly as they sound on the records. This might 
have been insulting, but since most of us were encountering the material live for the first 
time, the sense of discovery was still there. Singer Brian McMahan stood stage left, mum- 
bling the anxiety-ridden story-songs on 1991 's grail, Spiderland, his lyrics mingling creepily 
with Pajo's passive-aggressive waves of effects-drenched guitar, attuned as much to jazz 
fusion as indie rock. Substitute bassist, the long-haired 
Todd Cook, offered spooky, languid rhythmic puffs as 
Walford switched up his monstrous angular chug. 

Slint unintentionally helped sire post-rock, a sound that 
has since faded from obscurity into nonexistence. Unlike 
the Pixies, or even Dinosaur Jr., the only band now play- 
ing Slint-style music is Slint. When the set culminated, 
McMahan offered his only banter: "Go now and leave 
us in our misery." Then they went into their "hit," the 
seven-minute "Rime of the Ancient Mariner''-biting, 
tension-release epic "Good Morning, Captain." Almost 
15 years ago it forecast a brilliant dark tomorrow, far 
from alt-rock's minute of mainstream shine. Tonight it 
was a "Stairway to Heaven" for lonely dudes with 
degrees in topology who read too much into the Jesus 
Lizard. They never thought they'd get to reheat their 

past with a raised BiC lighter. Until tonight. JON DOLAN Zwan no more; Dave Pajo 
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Run the Road: D Double E, Jammer, Ears 



Rothko 
New York City 



The British breed of hip-hop known as grirpe is 
evolving at the rate an ADD-afflicted 12-year-old 
grows weary of his Xbox. And it sounds like a video 
game too: sproingy, sub-bass-heavy production, 
rooted in U.K. dance music like garage and 
drum'n'bass, with hyperfast, East London- and 
West Indian-accented rapping. For now, the genre is 
still largely unknown in America, and the first 
Stateside tour of grime pillars D Double E (a long- 
time MC), Jammer (a producer/DJ/MC), and Ears (an 
up-and-coming young MC) seemed monumental, a 
rare glimpse of the music's energy in the flesh. 

The trio took the stage and chaos erupted: Jammer 
would play a record for what seemed like 12 seconds 
before screaming, "Rewind!" and back-spinning the 
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Rhymes as speedy as grime: D Double E 



beat into a fresher one. Over the syncopated hand 
claps and dramatic fight-synths of "Pow (Forward)," 
D Double E turned the word on into a guttural, throaty 
effect, as in, "I'm da riddim, I'm ohhhnnnl" He was 
also generous with the chant "muu-eh, muu-eh" — his 
Lil Jon-esque signature tic — and though his breath 
control was unerring and phrasing seemingly end- 
less, the night belonged to 1 7-year-old Ears' breezy 
freestyles and commanding narratives. 

At one point. Jammer unleashed an uncomfortable 
buzz, but he was simply re-upping the guts-vibrating 
bass. "You're not ready for this," he teased. Nobody 
in the wide-eyed crowd challenged him, and after an 
hour of nonstop beats and rhymes, the MCs peaced- 
out but promised to return. JULIANNE shepherd 
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Ska-letons in the Closet 

With the Killers and the Bravery bickering over each other's ska roots, we examined 
Sonne of today's rockers' resumes and pass judgment on a few checkered pasts 
By James Montgomery 

There was a time, not so long ago (like 1995), when the Mighty Mighty Bosstones could go 
platinum and everybody looked like Mr Brown from Reservoir Dogs. But now, perhaps due to bad 
fashion and uberlame names, there's nothing uncooler than a past spent skanking. The Killers' 
Brandon Flowers put Bravery frontman (and labelmate) Sam Endicott on blast for his time rockin' 
the black and white. Then Endicott compared Flowers to a girl as news broke that the Killers also 
had a slightly rude past. In tnjth, many of today's rockers have a lot to answer for (members of 
the All-American Rejects and blink-182, we're sparing you this time; we also hear Gwen Stefani 
was in a ska outfit called No Doubt!). In our court, mascara can't hide your previous crimes. 

THE DEFENDANT: Pompadoured Bravery frontman Sam Endicott THE CRIME: 
At Vassar College, Endicott did time with ska hacks Skabba the Hut, who were 
semifamous for their dreadful name and the fact that CSt: Miami actor Jonathan 
Togo was their alto sax man. THE VERDICT: Guilty, t)ecause Endicott has yet to 
fess up to his past crimes, which include rocking sonr>e truly awful whrte-guy dreads 
and being part of a band whose motto was "Bust a nut with Skabba the Hut!" 



THE DEFENDANT: Everydude Killers drummer Ronnie Vannucci THE CRIME: 

Playing drums for Vegas ska ensemble Attaboy Skip, which included two "sax- 
a-mo-fone" players. They became known for their ironic covers of Ray Partner 
Jr.'s theme from Ghostbusters and Twisted Sister tunes. THE VERDICT: Guilty, 
though we'd probably put him on probation or house au-rest because the band's 
name doesn't actually include the word s/ca. 

THE DEFENDANT: Dapper Franz Ferdinand frontman Alex Kapranos THE 
CRIME: Back in the day, Kapranos — then known as Alex Huntley — played gui- 
tar, drums, and keyboards for Glaswegian also-rans the Amphetameanies. 
THE VERDICT: Not guilty. Kapranos has not only acknowledged his past mis- 
takes, he's atoned for them by cranking out a succession of terrific singles, all of 
which sorta sound like ska tunes, anyway. 

THE DEFENDANTS: Relocated Montreal mopesters the Stills THE CRIME: 

In their teens, all four Stills — Tim Fletcher (right), Dave Hamelin, Greg Paquet, 
and Oliver Crowe — were skanking it up as the Undercovers, a bunch of wife- 
beater-weanng rink rats who gelled their hair to epic heights. THE VERDICT: 
Guilty. Perusing old interviews with the band, where they look like a gentrified 
version of the Kottonmouth Kings, might actually make you cry. 

THE DEFENDANTS: New York's grimy/sparkly synth masters the Walkmen 
THE CRIME: Back before they were members of Seth Cohen's third favorite band 
on The OC, guitarist Paul Maroon, organist Walter Martin (right), and drummer 
Matt Banick played in fourth-tier D.C. ska act the Ignobles. THE VERDICT: Not 
guilty. Because the Ignobles is the coolest name of any band on this list (it's totally 
French, dude!), and we don't want to puncture Seth's inflated sense of purpose. 




HEAVY ROTATION 

WHAT'S BLASTING THROUGH 
THE SPIN OFFICES THIS MONTH 

Marfales 

Expo (spinAFiT) In the rapidly expanding genre of elec- 
tPD-pop side projects by indie-rock frontmen. Robert 
Schneider's detour from Apples in Stereo is the 
i. J ly. cheeky fllpside to Ben Gibbard s mopey Postal 
Sei . -■ (Peter Gaston, mobile editor and producer) 

Silver Sun 

Disappear ml » (Invisible Hands import) From the 
stfcky-sweet pe: j oop of "Bubblegum" to the glitter- 
ing thump of "Joo, • this U.K. quartet constructs a 
tower of sound on a fOL,i!dation of gigantic guitars and 
hi-tl sci-fi harmonies. (Doug Srod, executive editor) 

The Cloud Room 

The Cloud Room (Gigantic) Over ahhhs that bleed 
ke watercolors. these Brooklymtes play swirling, 
b,i thed-up guitar pop for wistful folks worrying 
abou! i.iackouts, floods, and the next Britpop back- 
lash. (fcJei.-sa Maer2. associate editor) 

Aimee Mann 

The Forgotten A;n (SuperEgo) IVtann Is famous for 
inspiring P.T. Anue. son's Magnote. but here she 
v»rites her own scrip. On this concept album about 
•the king of the jailhous.' and the queen of the road," 
her honey-coated voice and hummable melodies i 
are the true stars. (Ellen Carpenter, research editor) J 

Manic Street Preachers 

Lifeblood (Sony import) The fwlanics' rabble-ro., 
ing became easier to take once the , "mbfaced n. 
' I- Now you can laugh about dancing to a sc 
callta ! ho Love of Richard Nixon" when you hit : i 
repeat buf.on IKvIe Anderson, editorial . .■■jslani i 



TheRocebuds 

Unwind EP (f^orne) Ivan iicward and Kelly i 
married Raleigh, North Carol na duo who 
thn rore of this cheery pop ad. iuick 
head-boppers and piano-tinkling it.e.- 
as at home in a backyard hammock as t^^'i 
a nostalgia diner. (Ca/yn Garu, jsaociat/^'' 
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'The National 

Alligator (Beggars Bail , 
?tew«d in all-country and moonshine, 
singer Malt Berninger'ssalf-fiaqellatirr 
National traffic in ponjn.int r-iorr:Pn ' 
and regret, but pain las rarely ■io-r 
or neco'.Mry. (Adiienne Day, n- ' 

Morrissey 

Live at Earl's Court (Att3ck/Sd 
pimple inducers go. Morrissey " 
Smiths' "How Soon Is Now" 
a hot orw. While ijVe doesn't 
balcony, it's a thrilling - 1 i - 
Ivioz in great voice (check 
Know I Couldn't l.^st ") 
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The Go! Team 

Who: The brainchild of twentysomething poly- 
math Ian Parton, Brighton, England's the Go! 
Team summon their hip-hop-meets-schoolyard- 
rock sound with an onstage army of drummers, 
dancing musicians, and enough arcane samples 
to stump even the most expert music sleuth. 
Parton's grabs are so extensive they've held 
up the Stateside release of the band's debut. 
Thunder, Lightning, Sthke, for nearly a year; in 
the meantime, a throng of import-addicted 
boosters and bloggers have been spreading 
the word (and packing the band's live shows). 



Sound like: Your record collection, your 
kitchen utensils, and your Thundercats action 
figures all coming to life and parading through 
the streets — a cacophonic (but catchy) set of 
approximately 2.4 zillion inspirations. "There's 
kind of a Sesame Street influence in there," 
Parton says. "But it meets a trashy Sonic 
Youth sound, as well, and the Jackson 5, or 
Charlie Brown music, or Rocky, or car-chase 
music. .all of my favorite kinds of music 
smashed up together" 

A fine mess: After years of keeping his tunes 



They just didn^ gravitate to the 
NO PARKINO sign: Sam Dook, Chi Fukami, 
Ian Parton, Ninja, Jamie Bell, and Silke 



By Brian Raftery 
Photograph by Scarlet Page 

stored on an Atari computer, Parton expanded 
the group to include members like Ninja, a 
hip-hop high priestess whose job is to amp 
up the crowd. And no fewer than four 
Teamers swap drum and vocal duties on dif- 
ferent songs (take that, Messrs. Henley and 
Collins!). "There's always an edgy kind of ele- 
ment [to the live shows]," says Parton, 
"because so much is going on — people mov- 
ing across the stage, backing tracks that could 
go out at any minute. There's an 'Are we going 
to make it?' kind of element." 
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It was back in the Golden Age when Joannes Nolet settled in 
Schiedam, an old trading town in western Holland. It was there he 
first tasted success, literally. His 1691 
set-up of a Distillery marked the beginning 
of a special family business that endures 
three centuries later. Today, the tenth 
generation of Nolets share the secret of the 
successful art of distilling, including 
recipes and techniques that are discreetly 
and respectfully passed from father to son. 

Generations 

Joannes Nolet taught the art of distilling to his son Jacobus 
who passed this special knowledge on to the next generation. 

The Nolet Family 

and Ketel One 



And as the Nolet family's history and renown grew and matured, so 
did the company. Although the Distillery kept up with technical 
developments, the Nolets never betrayed their traditional methods. 
As an export product, Nolet's distilled spirits soon found their way 
to the farthest corners of the Earth. In 1902 Joannes Nolet built a 
distillery in Baltimore, Maryland. But despite early success the 
new American distillery was forced to shut its doors with the 
famous prohibition of alcohol sales in 1919. Two generations 
later in 1992, Carolus Nolet, Sr. again expanded direction to the 
United States adding an operation in California. But manufacturing 
continued only in the history-ridden air and soil of Schiedam 
where the roots of Dutch distilling run deep. 

V 
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Craftsmanship 

More than three centuries ago 
the image of the Distillery was 



been called in, but the Nolet Distillery remains loyal to its 
traditional approach, always distilling its ultra-premium vodka in 
copper pot stills, or ketels. Centuries later, the shining coal-fired 
copper ketel #1, after which the popular Ketel One Vodka is 
named, still stands here at this historic spot in Schiedam and 
remains in operation. Before bottling the traditionally distilled 
Ketel One Vodka, a member of the Nolet family must taste each 
batch to approve it for release to vodka connoisseurs worldwide. 
Only then, is it worthy to bear the name, 
Ketel One. Three centuries of heritage are 
evident in every glass of Ketel One Vodka; 
you can smell it, you can see it, feel it, 
taste it.The makers back in Schiedam can 
even hear that Ketel One Vodka meets 
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Imported 



Distilling 

three hundred, X j-x- 
years of tradition 



dominated by horse-and-carts 
loaded with cargo, and boats 
moored at the waterside waiting 
to ship the bottles overseas. 
Impressive windmills graced 
the city and caught all the air 
they could to mill the grains 
needed for the pot stills. Today 
much modern technology has 



the most demanding standards. The gentle clink of glasses 
assures the Nolets they are maintaining their commitment to 
excellence. It tells them that Ketel One Vodka reaches all the 
senses. It tells them that notwithstanding their position or 
responsibility, they somehow share the secret of Ketel One Vodka. 

Call 800.243,3618 for a copy of our award-winning Generations film 
www.KetelOne.cam 



noiSG I bands to watch 



Annie 

By Michaelangelo Matos 

Who: Impish 26-year-old pop singer Anne 
Lllla Berge Strand of Bergen, Norway, 
released "Greatest Hit" In 1999, which was 
p>roduced by her boyfriend DJ Erot. Plans for 
a full album ended when Erot fell ill with heart 
disease and passed away in 2001. Annie 
bounced back, assembling tracks with pro- 
ducers Timo Kaukolampi of Finnish electro 
group OP:L Bastards, M.I.A. helpmate 
Richard X, and fellow Bergenites Royksopp. 

Sounds like: Her debut, Anniemal (Vice), 
crosses Saint Etienne's sly song-craft with 
lean, bouncing, Kylie-esque bieats on tracks 
like the teasing "Chewing Gum" ("Is that a 
new boy stuck on your shoe?"). But the 
singer's mix of anxiety and assurance ties 
together all the buzzes and beeps. "I have a 
very light voice, so some people say I sound 
like a small elf," she says with a laugh. 

Heartbeat — it's a lovebeat: Anniemal's 
highlight, the stripped-down "Heartbeat," is 
about a Bergen club, but not all of Annie's 
work is so easily deciphered. "You some- 
times listen to these old disco tracks, and the 
lyrics sound really insane, like, 'This is just 
crazy; it doesn't even make any sense!' I get 
fascinated by those kind of lyrics," she says. 

Coming to America: Annie has a faithful 
following in the U.K. and the U.S. ("Chewing 
Gum" and "Heartbeat" both landed in the 
top 40 of the 2004 Village Voice critics' poll), 
even though Anniemal is just reaching the 
States. "I don't really know too much at)out 
U.S. music," she says. "I thought maybe the 
only thing that works over there is a lot of 
rock music and hip-hop." 




Annie, moments 
before revealing ttie 
curly red mop we all 
were expecting 



More New Music to Hear Now Iv; Jon Doian 




Sparrow 

77je Early Years 
(At>solutely Kosher) 

In the '90s Jason Zumpano 
played drunns in an overlooked 
yet excellent Vancouver band that 
bore his name and featured New 
Pornographer Carl "A.C." 
Newman. In the blissed-out, 
vaguely orchestral Sparrow, he 
nails a pop-rock sweet spot 
somewhere between hearing "Walk 
Away Ren^e" on AM radio and 
getting a Shins mix tape in the mail. 



Nobody 

And Everything Bse... 
(Plug Research) 

"Hip-hop" DJ/producer Elvin 
Estela's first few records make 
Buck 65 sound like Beanie 
Sigel. Here he hooks up with a 
Beachwood Spark and a 
member of the Aislers Set and 
lets his already spacey beats 
evaporate into flower- powered 
psychedelic trip-hop, complete 
with titles like "Wake Up and 
Smell the Millennium." 



Shout Out Louds 
Howl Howl Gaff Gaff 
(Capitol) 

They're from Sweden and have 
a garage-rock-sounding name, 
but these aren't guys in suits 
selling New Bomb Turks riffs and 
vague leftist politics. They're '60s 
folk-rock fans who sing about 
death and alienation over starlit 
pianos and tender guitars, stand- 
ing on the dream-rock ledge, 
ready to jump, wondering if it's 
better to fly or fall. 
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TACOMA I MOVIHG FORWARD k 




You can never have too much power, or torque for that matter. The Tacoma's available gutsy VVT-i V6 has the 
power and torque to defy stuff like mud, dirt, physics and gravity. Making this truck more capable than you 
could ever imagine. In fact, the sky's the limit, tovota.com 



Vehicle shown with available equipment. C 2005 Toyota Motor Sales. U.S.A., Inc. 



Major League Baseb 

' ^ From: Take i 



Die-hard MLB fans and self-styled video game junkiej 
the Used put us up on Major League Baseball 2K5: | 



You've got to love a game that goes 
for less than the cost of nosebleed 
seats: the $20 asking price is money 
well spent. The game includes 
personalized skyboxes (try killing time 
w/ith trivia challenges and shuffleboard 
simulations) and an ESPN-powered, TV- 
style presentation. 

But besides authentic pregame 
reports and riveting play-by-play 
coverage, you're also getting some 
amazing action here. The K Zone 
pitching interface— players must line 
up crosshairs to successfully skirt 




tosses past home plat< 
Maximum fielding mec 
scoring diving catchea 
plays a cinch. Baserunj 
are the best we've evej 
broadband features (d 
for online leagues) coi^ 
too, as does an exhaug 
mode. And dozens of g 
like picture-in-picture d 
authentically recreated 
the package. I 
In terms of overall aJ 
as athletes who resemj 




revisions 

superb 
ranchise 
ical touches 
iys and 
las round out 

here, such 
eir real- 



world counterparts, the title's totally 
convincing. Vocal contributions by Jon 
Miller, Joe Morgan, and Karl Ravech kick 
its credibility up another notch. You'll 
be lost in the moment the second the 
sound of screaming fans and the crack 
of the bat blasts from your speakers. 




in Love and Death now available on Reprise Records, theused.net BestBuy.com'] 





material 



From: Sony. For: Playstation 2. PSP 



Hard-rockin' heroes the High Speed Scene take us out to the 
ballgame with MLB" 2006, with a soundtrack that includes their 
latest jam "All About It": 



Talk about a grand slam; hands- 
down, this is the most realistic romp 
we've ever seen. Armchair enthusiasts 
and anal-retentives alike will adore 
the game's attention to detail. Now 
boasting ear-shattering audio, awesome 
animation, and tools that monitor pros' 
performance on and off the Astroturf, the 
MLB franchise finally earns itself a place 
in baseball's Hall of Fame. 

Never mind options for accessing 
all-time favorites like Lou Gehrig or 
Babe Ruth; it's the software's knack 
for capturing baseball's nuances 
that we're really psyched about. The 
games Branch Point Technology makes 
running and fielding transitions utterly 
seamless. A unique confidence system 
also causes throw accuracy to decline 




depending on how intimidated a pitcher 
is by opponents. Fielding fly balls isn't a 
foregone conclusion anymore either: the 
less developed a player's abilities are. 
the harder it is to catch pop-ups and 
potential homers. 

As for the hottest new addition, check 
out career mode. Beginning in the 
minors, you'll follow in the footsteps of 
league legends while negotiating trades, 
promotions, interviews, and salary 
adjustments. Slackers need not apply: 
The harder you hit the gym and more 
time spent training, the further you'll rise 
up the ranks. 

Other highlights include the ability to 
issue verbal commands and a franchise 
option that tracks player morale. The 
coolest extra has to be EyeToy support. 
Using the USB camera (sold separately), 
gamers can literally snap self-portraits 
and plaster 'em onto athletes' heads. 
Here's looking at you. kid. . . 
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The party at SXSW... 

The Hold Steady, Louis XIV, the 
Futureheads. Bloc Party, and the New York 
Dolls all on one stage? Damn straight. 

We were pretty pleased with ourselves 
this year in snagging South by Southwest's 
hottest properties at our Friday afternoon 
party during the annual music conference 
In Austin, Texas. If you don't believe 
us, how about the fact that the Austin 
American-Statesman referred to our event 
as "the A party at SXSW 2005." 

Our host, Sony A&R executive Matt 
Pinfteld, everyone's favorite former MTV 
VJ, kept us entertained between acts 
alongside DJ Tommie Sunshine, who 
proved he has the best sunglasses 
collection in the business while rocking 
the turntables. 

New York Doll David Johansen put things 
into his own particular perspective, 
referring to our event as "the Vanity Fair 
party of ..whatever this thing is." 




advertisement 



(1) Bloc Party's Kele Okereke, (2) Louis XIV, (3) the 
Hold Steady, (4) New York Dolls' David Johansen with 
Spfn marketing manager Barbara Lang, (5) Zig-Zag® 
cigarettes' Industrious representative, (6) Louis XIVs 
Jason Hill sleeps it off backstage, (7) Concert's Christina 
Costello at the Gamier tent, (8) TalentMatch.com In the 
house. (9) the Futureheads rock the Stubb's crowd. 
(10) MC Matt PInfield, (11) partygoers, (12) New York 
Dolls' guitarist Sylvatn Syivain, (13) DJ Tommie Sunshine, 
(14) the Old Spice girls 05) partygoers, (16) Bloc Party 
guitarist Russell LIsaack, (17) the notorious Beatle Bob 
(right) and friend backstage, (18) the crowd at Stubb's, 
(19) New York Dolls' lead vocalist David Johansen 

Thanks to our sponsors: Abtohjt Q»mhr, 
ttthrBr»wtng Company. Nmpfr, NIofndo. 
Spic*. nitmUttch, Ray^Bmn a 2lg-2mg9. 
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Gillian's Irish Dread ^ " 

After surviving a zombie invasion in 28 Days Later (or did he?), Gillian Murphy is now 
a fright to behold as the sinister Scarecrow of Batman Begins' 
By Dave Itzkoff Photograph by Ellis Parrinder 

Any attempt to draw cultural connections between Batman and the republic of Ireland would seem 
tenuous at best: One is the comic-book world's most recognizable introvert, while the other is an 
island nation that's generated its share of real-life loners. But Gillian Murphy may owe his liveli- 
hood, sort of, to the Gaped Grusader "The old '60s series was a huge part of my life," says the 
29-year-old Irishman. "So were CHiPs, The A-Team, and MacGyver. I think that's why Irish actors 
can do the American accent relatively well — because we were raised on a steady diet of bad TV." 
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Murphy's ills: Cillian battles Christian Bale's 
Batman (above) and zombies (below) 



Born in County Cork (home of the Blarney 
Stone), Murphy almost ended up a rock gui- 
tarist, thanks to another unlikely American 
Icon, Frank Zappa. As teenagers, Cillian (with a 
hard c) and his younger brother, Padraig, 
caught a rerun of a '70s-era BBC concert fea- 
turing the hirsute musical savant and promptly 
became obsessed; the two siblings even 
formed a Zappa-influenced band, called Sons 
of Mr. Greengenes, and nearly signed to a 
British Indie label before reconsidering the 
offer "Our parents were going to lose not one 
but two of us to the jaws of the music indus- 
try." says Murphy. "It would have been too much for them." Besides, he adds, "The label went 

belly-up a year afterward, so it just goes to show you." 

After dropping out of the law program at University College Cork, Murphy found his call- 
ing in the dramatic arts, first in playwright Enda Walsh's coming-of-age drama, Disco Pigs, 
and then in a series of independent Irish films. But it wasn't until 2002 that he was able to 
achieve a higher profile — and higher body counts— as the hero of director Danny Boyle's 
apocalypse-by-zombies thriller, 28 Days l^ter. Though his character lives through the undead 
onslaught. Murphy prefers the film's alternate ending, in which he unambiguously bites the 
dust. "It's always better when the protagonist dies in these movies," he says. "I like the image 
of the last two women having to figure out how to repopulate the world by themselves." 

This month he gets to repay his karmic debt to Adam West in Batman Begins, the latest 
retelling of the Dark Knight's origins, from Memento director Christopher Nolan. Once a con- 
tender for the part of Bmce Wayne himself (on a shortlist that also included Billy Crudup and 
Jake Gyllenhaal), Murphy lost the title role to Christian Bale but was instead cast as the vil- 
lainous Dr. Jonathan Crane, a neurotic psychiatrist best known to Bat-fans as the Scarecrow. 
"They share a quiet exterior, but when you look at Cillian, you can see there are much more 
interesting things going on underneath," says Nolan. "He has the most extraordinary eyes, 
and I kept trying to invent excuses for him to take his glasses off in close-ups." Though 
Murphy would seem to lack an inner dork to channel into the role, there are at least two things 
in life he'll confess to being deathly afraid of: "Interviews," he says, "and photo shoots." 

Since completing Batman Begins, Murphy managed to conquer his fear of cameras long 
enough to make two more movies: Red-Eye, a suspense film directed by Wes Craven, and 
the comedy-drama Breakfast on Pluto, which teams him with his fellow countrymen Liam 
Neeson and director Neil Jordan. Sadly, his thriving acting career has all but dashed his 
dreams of becoming a rock star, but that hasn't stopped Murphy from continuing to admire 
them from afar — and sometimes from up close. "I actually got to meet Stevie Wonder at this 
House of Blues benefit when I was in L.A.," he recalls. "It would have been strange If he 
knew who I was, though. He's got more to do than find out about some Irish idiot." 
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Cowl Tipping 

When he spreads his wings outside of 
comic books, Batman touches down 
in some truly unexpected places 
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THE BATMAN (\WS\ 

The Dark Knight's first foray 
into the movies was only 
slightly less embarrassing 
than Joel Schumacher's '90s- 
era films: The 15-episode 
serial from Columbia Pictures 
(available on bootleg video) 
features some truly atrocious 
racial stereotyping at the 
expense of its Japanese villains 
and an awkward-looking outfit 
for our hero — try not to stare at 
his Bat-package. 

' "~ " "~ BAT BOY AND RUBIN 

(1953) 

Published in the eighth 
issue of a fledgling humor 
magazine called MAD, this 
merciless satire recast the 
Gaped Crusader as a dwarf 
with a utility belt full of 
ridiculous gadgets (including 
a gas that makes crooks think they're cops). But 
poor Rubin suffers even worse, when his cos- 
tumed ally turns out to be a vampire Bat Boy. 

GOTHAM BY GASUGHT (1989) 

In this imaginative graphic novel, Bruce Wayne 
is now a swingin' socialite in Victorian-era 
London — and a vigilante who stalks Jack the 
Ripper at night. Alas, there's no 19th-century 
Batmobile. which we assume would have been a 
seriously pimped-out hot-air balloon. 

BATMAN BEYOND (1999) 

Set in a future where Bruce Wayne is a cane- 
toting pensioner, this animated TV series saw 
the Bat-mantle passed on to youngster Terry 
McGinnis. Many of Batman's foes also survived, 
including the Joker (who emtiedded his DMA on 
a microchip) and Mr Freeze (who became a 
cryogenically preserved head). 

BUCKINGHAM PALACE (2004) 

The unimposing figure whom some baffled Brits 
noticed on a royal balcony turned out to be a 
protester. Police may have concluded he wasn't 
the real Batman after noticing his physical 
measurements and his prominent fanny pack. 
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Everything else you need to 
do, see, hear, and ride till you 
puke this month 




Was that Rosie O'Donnell at the Country Bear Jamboree? 
America's gay community decamps to Disney World for the 1 5th 
annual Orlando Gay Days celebration, with an appearance from 
special guest Kathy Griffin. Unscheduled guests include weepy 
toddlers who ended up on the Leather Pirates of the Caribbean 
group ride (1 p.m. Sunday!) and several confused fraternity 
brothers who stumbled into Pleasure Island on the wrong night. 
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Now that Desperate 
Housewives has 
cornered the 
Sunday-night 
market on suburban 
ennui and back- 
from-the-dead 
narration. Six Feet 
Under blinks and 
moves to Mondays 
for the start of its 
final season. Which 
cast member will be 
forced at gunpoint 
to smoke crack and 
be doused with 
gasoline this year? 
Find out tonight! 



Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolle join forces — 
but not their anatomies! — for the debut of 
Mr. and Mrs. Smith, in which the two 
Platonic chums play married assassins who 
have lots and lots of simulated movie sex. 
Elsewhere, Jennifer Aniston locks herself in 
her panic room with a three-day supply of 
1 water and carb-free rice cakes. 




They've solicited prostitutes, seduced 
prisoners, and in their season finale, the 
officers of Reno 911! even beat a man in a 
milkshake costume to death. Relive these 
dignified moments with the Reno 911!: The 
Complete Second Season DVD, or turn to 
Comedy Central for the premiere of season 3 
in the life of pop culture's least qualified 
law enforcement officers since Denzel 
Washington's hilarious turn in Training Day. 
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Lindsay Lohan meets 
her automotive 
kindred spirit in 
Herbie: Fully Loaded, 
in which she plays the 
owner of a slightly 
dumpy, out-of-control 
car that just can't 
seem to handle the 
little white lines — on 
the highway. 
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Take the dorkiest fan 
festival you can imagine, 
but now, in place of 
virgins in Boba Fett 
uniforms, substitute 
middle-aged men who 
love standing in place for 
hours on end. That's the 
premise for Coaster 
Con XXVIII, the annual 
celebration of high- 
velocity rides and 
no-velocity lines held at 
three different theme 
parks in Wisconsin 
and Illinois. This year, 
conventioneers are 
anticipating New Jersey's 
Kingda Ka, the world's 
tallest, fastest coaster, 
and presumably, gaggles 
of liability lawyers waiting 
in the parking lot. 



It's the nation best known for weird-looking 
vowels, but for the next four days, Denmark 
is also the home of rock: The bill for this year's 
Roskilde Festival features performances from 
Green Day, Interpol, Le Tigre, Audioslave, and, 
in what's surely a warm-up date for a future 
Las Vegas residency, Duran Duran , 



|5 

°5 



CO O 

is 

> o 

B > 

o r< 
O O 



^9 

m X 

S O 
M C 
Z X 



o " 

ro 

S2 



m Z 

< o 
o O 
m c 
z :d 

H -* 
3J m 

^3 



46 SPIN 



Cc[ 



;OMING TO BOOKSTORES THIS FA 



I 



SPIN'S turning 20. 

Let's party like it's 1985. 

Alan Liglit on Prince Ann Powers on U2 Cliarles Aaron on R.E.M. Nelson 
George on Run-D.M.C. Dave Eggers on The Smiths + Morrissey Marc 
Spitz on Goth Simon Reynolds on Synth-Pop: Depeche Mode, The Human 
League, and the Soul of the Machine Dave Itzkoff on '80s Teen Movies + 
John Hughes Alan Light on Beastie Boys Sacha Jenkins on Rebels 
Without Pause: Public Enemy Chuck Klosterman on '80s Metal: Stars, 
Stripes, and Aqua Net Will Hermes on Hip-Hop's Golden Age Greg Milner 
on Metallica Neil Strauss on Nine Inch Nails Dave Eggers on The Pixies RJ 
Smith on West Coast Hedonism: The Red Hot Chili Peppers and Jane's 
Addiction Jon Dolan on Alt-Country RJ Smith on N.W.A, Dr. Dre, and the 
Monsters of Rap Ta-Nehisi Coates on Tupac Laura Sinagra on Grunge 
Chris Norris on the Ghost of Saint Kurt: Nirvana Marc Spitz on Heroin Jim 
DeRogatis on Smashing Pumpkins Charles Aaron on Rap-Rock: From 
"Punk Rock Rap" to Mook Nation Chris Norris on Beck Doug Brod on 
Green Day Simon Reynolds on Ecstasy Ann Powers on Angry Women: 
Medusas, Riot Grrrls + Dangerous Nymphs Laura Sinagra on Courtney 




Love Doug Brod on Britpop Will Hermes on 
Radiohead Sia Michel on The Notorious B.I.G. Will 
Hermes on Electronica Chuck Klosterman on 
Weezer Will Hermes on Jam Bands Jon Caramanica 
on Indie Hip-Hop Andy Greenwald on Emo Charles 
Aaron on Eminem Will Hermes on Bjdrk Chris Norris 
on OutKast Jon Dolan on The White Stripes 
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"Street plz2a7 
Sounds delicious!": 
Lords of Dogtown's 
Einile Hirsch 



Thrill YR Idols 

A trio of Hollywood actors perfect their skating 
skills with the Lords ofDogtown By Phoebe Reilly 

Based on the life of sports pioneer (and Dogtown andZ-Boys 
director) Stacy Peralta, Lords of Dogtown retells the story of 
how vertical skating was born in Southern California in the 
1970s. Here's what happened when the film's stars collided 
with the real members of Venice Beach's Zephyr skate team. 

THEY BROKE THE LAW 

In preparing to play leading "Lord" Peralta, John Robinson 
{Elephant) was ready for anything — even trespassing on pri- 
vate property. "For our first pool session, they had us sneak 
into the backyard of this Bel Air house, just like they did 
back In the day," says the 19-year-old actor. Soon he found 
the rivalries among the original Z-Boys had taken over the 
cast's lives. "Every little game that we could think of was a 
competition," Robinson says. "We were superclose, but 
there were days when we didn't even talk to each other" 

THEY ATE LOTS OF PAVEMENT 

Victor Rasuk, who plays Tony Alva, was given the additional 
challenge of training with Alva himself, the first member of 
the Zephyr team to turn pro. "People saw Tony as arrogant 
because he didn't want to lose," says Rasuk {Raising Victor 
Vargas). "I asked him If he looked at the competition with a 
nasty attitude, but he said no." Rasuk suffered a nasty black 
eye after wiping out in front of the former world champion, 
but the 21 -year-old actor was proud of his battle scar: "I 
wanted to show Tony I was willing to pay my fucking dues." 

THEY LEARNED SOME UNPRINTABLE SECRETS 

A skater since the age of six, Emile Hirsch spent some of 
his training time hanging out with his IDogtown counterpart, 
Jay Adams, In Hawaii. "If you're Jay, you can do anything 
whenever you feel like It," says Hirsch {The Dangerous Lives 
of Altar Boys). "I wish 1 could live like that." Unlike his fellow 
Z-Boys, Adams never parlayed his skills Into lucrative spon- 
sorships, but the fomner gang member kept busy. "There's a 
lot of crazy stories about Jay that we couldn't Include In a 
PG-13 movie," says Hirsch, 20. "Some of them were just so 
wild, it's better if they stay urban legends." 
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Too cool for pool; 
John Robinson, 
Hirsch, and 
Victor Rasuk 



Chairmen of the board: The original Z-Boys 




The young Tony Alva (pre-fame).. 



...Stacy Peralta (pre-film career)... 



...and Jay Adams (pre-jail stint) 
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We care about you. Ride safely, respeclfully and wiihin Uie limits of Uie law and your abilities. Alv/ays i«ear an approved helmet, proper eyewear and protective clothing, and Insist your 
passenger does too. Never nde while under the influence of alcohol or drugs. Know your Harley' motorcycle and read and understand your owner's manual from cover to cover. iS>2004 H-D. 



BAHAMAS? PUERTO VALLARTA? OR PERHAPS 
A QUICK TRIP THROUGH THE GEARS? 

Two weeks of vacation will never cut it. That's the beauty of owning a Harley-Davidson' motorcycle. You don't need to 
call your travel agent to get away. Just a little gas in the tank and half an hour to sneak out. Lean into the first turn and 
you're feeling better. By third gear, you've cracked a knowing grin. By fifth gear, the daily grind is a distant Ci*^||ilH9 
memory Call 1-800-588-2743 for a dealer or visit www.harley-davidson.com. IT'S TIME TO RIDE. IMj^IMjlJ 
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"Check it out— 
ttiis guy's name 
was Bogart! 
Entourage's 
Ferrara 
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He brings Entourage's scrappy sycophant, Turtle, 
to life: Jerry Ferrara comes out of his shell 

By Diane Vadino 
Photograph by Jeff Minton 

With his youse-guys accent and ever-present Yankees cap, 
Jerry Ferrara adds some much-needed New York bite to 
HBO's Hollywood satire, Entourage, as Turtle, friend and 
lackey to pretty boy Vince Chase (Adrian Grenier). Ferrara, 
25, is only sort of acting in the role: In real life he's a 
Brooklyn native who left for the swimming pools and movie 
stars of Los Angeles. In the midst of shooting Entourage's 
second season (premiering June 5), Ferrara talked to us 
about the old neighborhood, the pleasures of meatballs, and 
every young actor's toughest job: saying goodbye to Mom. 

Was the backward baseball cap your own look before it 
was Turtle's? I've been wearing it backward since I was ten 
years old. My friend from home always says, "Two kinds of 
people wear their caps backward — catchers and assholes. 
Do you have a game today?" 

So who's in your entourage? I was born and raised on 
1 3th Avenue in Bensonhurst, and my best friends from when 
I was five are my best friends now. When I told them I got 
the pilot for Entourage, they were like, "What's a pilot?" 

Do your HBO pals bust on you as much as your Brooklyn 
crew does? We break each other's balls all the time. Kevin 
Dillon [who plays Entourage's Johnny "Drama" Chase] came 
up with a term, "shooting one down the barrel." 

That sounds pretty dirty. No, no — it's when you're in the 
middle of a scene and you accidentally look down the lens 
of the camera. If you shoot one down the barrel, you get 
ten minutes of shit. Adrian won't admit to doing it. 

That can't be the best example you have. It goes a little 
deeper than that, but that's all I'm saying. 

Do you go back home often? We shot this movie Brooklyn 
Rules in Bensonhurst over Christmas. It was great— I'd go 
home when I had a break and eat my mom's meatballs.The 
food out here drives me crazy; it's all sushi and healthy crap. 

Was it hard for you to leave the meatballs behind when 
you moved out West? I was brought up by a single mom. 
She was strong for weeks before I left! and then we're at 
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has this mini meltdown. She just slipped 
3, Jerry." I was like, "Mom, I have to go." 

twith it now? Now, forget it — if I'm on 
hour, every time she sees my face, she 
ally proud of me. Sonry if that sounds 
's the thing about things that sound 
they're true. 
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DOWNLOAD JAZZ, COUNTRY AND ROCK AT HEAVY METAL SPEED. 



Ho\N you can get the tunes you want, when you want them. Thanks to the 
amazing speed of SBC Yahoo! DSL, you'll be downloading your favorite music, 
movies and more, fast and easy. Go to SBC.COM/MUSIC for more information, going beyond the call? 
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Ron Wild, Ron Free 

The power of rock'n'roll puts some lovable losers in a 
happy daze in Ron How^ard's lost cult film, Cotton Candy 

By Peter Gerstenzang 

For a brief moment, before he made such crowd-pleasing films as A 
Beautiful Mind and this month's Cinderella Man, but after he portrayed 
such typical American nerds as Opie Taylor and Richie Cunningham, 
Ron Howard was a rock star The year was 1978, and the then-aspir- 
ing filmmaker was about to shoot Cotton Candy, a valentine to under- 
dog bands that's both an inadvertent camp classic and a rock film as 
sincere as The Commitments. 

An NBC made-for-TV movie that also aired in late-night syndication, 
Cotton Candy depicts the plight of high school loser George Smalley, 
played by square extraordinaire Charles Martin Smith. He fails at foot- 
ball, is disrespected by his classmates, and is misunderstood by his 
parents ("Come on. Mom... you used to think I was a homo, and now 
you think I'm a nympho?"). But his luck changes when he recruits a 
team of fellow outsiders for a rock group — dubbed Cotton Candy— to 
compete in a local battle of the bands. 

According to Howard, 52, the constant ridicule that Smalley faced in 
Cotton Candy was straight out of the director's own not-so-happy high 
school days. "Kids were always testing me because I'd t>een a TV star," he 
says. "I remember this guy stomping on my new shoes one day in class. 
I threw a punch at him, and we went rolling out into the hall, swinging." 

He may have had all the teen angst necessary to write the script, 
but Howard still needed some outside assistance to channel its 
rock'n'roll spirit. "Ron was sort of middle-of-the road, even then," says 
his brother Clint, costar and coscreenwriter of Cotton Candy. "He likes 
Dylan and the Beatles. I wanted to do stuff that sounded like 'Queen 
Bitch,' by Bowie." Ultimately, the Howards turned to session man Joe 
RenzettI (who later wrote the scores for Frankenhooker and Child's Play) 
to help compose the band's would-be bubblegum rock, but Clint, a 
member of the short-lived Black Flag-inspired combo the Kempsters, 
has mild regrets about the final results. "If it were up to me," he says, "I 
would've made the music more hardcore." 

Smith (who appeared alongside Ron Howard In 1973's^merrcan 



"Hnim...Daryl Hannah as a 
mermaid...": A young Ron 
Howard directs Cotton Candy 




Graffiti) also contributed some of the movie's catchier power-pop tunes, 
including the Elvis Costello-esque "Not Gonna Hold Me Down," as 
well as what may be the film's funniest running joke. As Smith recalls, 
"There used to be a band in my hometown that would enter all these 
contests and play the same song every time, [the Supremes'] 'You Keep 
Me Hangin' On.'" In Cotton Candy, the tune becomes "I Shot the 
Sheriff," played ad nauseam by Rapid Fire, a ghastly rock band that's 
inexplicably the most popular group in school. 

Though Cotton Candy ultimately lose the competition to Rapid Fire, 
the making of this sequence was a personal victory for Howard. "It 
was a do-or-die day at this mall in Dallas," says the director, who's 
now working on an adaptation of The Da Vinci Code. "It was my first big 
crowd scene, with lots of extras and complex logistics, real local bands 
and everything. When I said 'Action!' and the first band played and the 
crowd went nuts, the excitement convinced me I wanted iobea director." 

Though Cotton Candy remains unavailable on home video (the rights 
don't revert back to its creators until at least 2007), Howard remains 
proud of the movie — one that was at least as crucial to his career as 
Night Shift, Gung Ho, or possibly Willow. "Even my friends in the business 
thought it came out well," he says. "Except for my writing." After he 
showed a rough cut to a Happy Days producer, Howard recalls, "He told 
me, 'Ron, I love what you did with the actors and the look of the film. 
I'd really like to see what you can do with someone else's material.'" 




Where the geelts have no fame: Nebbishes Charles Martin Smith (with guitar) and Clint Howard (In tam-o'-shanter) get to live out their dreams of roci< stardom 
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study hall of fame: Rock SchooPs Paul Green (above rigtit) 
witfi student C.J. Tywoniak; twins Asa and Tucker Collins 




No Child Left Unsigned 

The students of Rock School don't need no education — just some reheai^l space 
and the attention of one obsessive teacher By Diane Vadino 



High school sophomore C.J. Tywoniak occasionally 
stl^Jggles with his homework. When he graduates, 

he'd like to study at Boston's Berklee College of 
Music, but right now he's too busy attending film 
festivals, rocking out with Alice Cooper, and going 
to celebrity meet and greets with Glenn Close. 
"All this stuff, I thought it would happen," says the 
15-year-old Tywoniak, "but not until I was older." 

The talented guitar prodigy is just one of the 
junior Hendrixes in Rock School, a wildly passion- 
ate and sometimes poignant documentary that 
tracks the students of the Paul Green School of 
Rock Music from their Philadelphia practice rooms 
to their debut at the Zappanale festival in Berlin, 
where they cover Frank Zappa songs for several 
thousand Germans. Other soon-to-be stars include 
a 1 6-year-old Quaker singer whose friends write 
Society of Friends raps for her, and Tucker and Asa 
Collins, nine-year-old twins who 
worship Ozzy Osbourne. But 
Green, their teacher, coach, and 
sometime nemesis, is the whirling, 
cursing. Jewel-hating dervish at the 
film's center, a 32-year-old classic- 
rock devotee who's been preach- 
ing the eternal eminence of Led 
Zeppelin and King Crimson to kids 
since 1998. You may think you've 
already seen this movie, with Jack 
Black in the lead role, but you would 
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be wrong. "[The makers of School of Rock] claim to 
have never heard about Paul Green," says Roc^c 
School director Don Argott, "and you have to take 
them at their word, I guess." 

Argott spent nine months filming Green at work, 
cajoling his students into practicing, bullying them 
through rehearsals, and gingerly guiding them 
through the Zappanale iDerformance. A new clos- 
ing-credits sequence was shot at the Sundance 
Film Festival in January, where they backed Alice 
Cooper "When I came in to play with them, I was 
thinking. This is just really going to suck,'" says 
the venerable shock rocker. "But they nailed it." 
And they knew it. "The kids are jaded, man," Green 
says. "I always tell them, 'You ain't that good yet.'" 
Perhaps Green's most crucial lesson for his 
students is that the love of music must take 
precedence over everything else in their lives — ^the 
desire for celebrity, relationships, 
and even sleep — and ultimately 
Rock School is driven by the 
same fanatical affection for a 
spine-rattling power chord. 
"Some people don't understand 
Black Sabbath, but we do," says 
Argott. "There's the scene where 
Asa's mom is singing 'Sweet 
Leaf to her son while giving him 
a mohawk. That chokes me up 
every time." 
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BRITNEY AND KEVIN'S REALITY 
I SERIES A.K.A. PIMP MY BRIDE 

I NAMING YOUR NEW ALBUM GCT 
BEHIND ME SATAN SHOULD SILENCE 
ANY HUK/IORS THAT YOUR FROrjTMAN 
HAS A JESUS COMPLEX 

[adding "COME AS YOU ARE" TO 
YOUR TOWN SIGN "I SWEAR THAT I 
DON'T HAVE A GUN" NOT SO INVITING 



I WHEN PAT O'BRIEN ASKS YOU TO BE 
HIS SPECIAL GUEST ON THE INSIDER 

MAKE SURE HE MEANS HIS TV SHOW 

LOSING YOUR CAMPAIGN TO BE 
POPE BETTER LUCK NEXT CENTURY, 
CARDINAL PENGO OF DAR ES SALAAM 



RUSSELL SIMMONS' YOGA LIVE 

ALL HIS GOOD CHAKRAS WERE 
TOTALLY STOLEN FROM RICK RUBIN 

j WHAT CAMERON DIAZ'S TRIPPIN' 
TAUGHT US NEPAL IS, LIKE, FAR AWAY 

HOW TO BE IN KAISER CHIEFS AND 
STILL NOT GET GROUPIES 

I CALL YOURSELF PEANUT 

I WHY WON'T BOB MARLEY RESPOND 
TO OUR INTERVIEW REQUESTS? 

HIS PUBLICIST IS EVEN LAZIER 
THAN BUDDY HOLLY'S 

GETTING PAID TO PLUG 
MCDONALD'S IN YOUR SONGS 

THAT WOULD EXPLAIN THE BAND'S 
MUSIC FROM BIG MAC * 

AND LED ZEPPEUN'S "NO QUARTER~ 
POUNDER" HEY, WE COULD DO THIS 
ALL DAY > 

PrHE^TASTEFUL MEDIA COVERAGE 
OF MICHAEL JACKSON'S TRIAL 

WE ALWAYS WANTED TO KNOW HOW 
THE WORDS GROPED AND CULKIN 
WOULD LOOK IN 64-PO INT TYPE 

LIL' KIM'S BLATANT PERJURY 

FOR STARTERS, HOW DID A 4'1 V 
! WOMAN END UP WITH DOUBLE D's? 

WONDERING IF VEGETARIANS CAN 
BE SAID TO HAVE A BEEF WITH 
SOMEONE A CONUNDRUM 



ELTON JOHN'S MULTIMILLION- 
DOLLAR DEBT THIS, DESPITE THE 
ROYALTIES FROM BIZ MARKIE'S 
I COVER OF "BENNIE AND THE JETS" 

BEING SHOCKED BY PAULA ABDUL'S 
HIT-AND-RUN ACCIDENT CLEARLY, 
YOU AREN'T FAMILIAR WITH A LITTLE 
SONG CALLED "STRAIGHT UP" 

AL GORE'S CABLE CHANNEL 

ALREADY MORE BORING THAN C-SPAN 

COUNT CHOCULITIS A DISEASE MORE 
DREADED THAN FRANKENBERI-BERI 

I JUST NOTHING HOW COOL THE SONY 

PSP IS AND ISNT IT RAD HOW THE 
EARTH REVOLVES AROUND THE SUN? 

FAREWELL, JOHNNIE COCHRAN 

HE SAVED O.J.'S ASS, NOW HE'S 
UNDER THE GRASS ♦ 
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rant and roll over: pop-culture musing and abusing 




Off the Wall 

Why does everyone say Michael Jackson 
Is weird when so much about him seems 
perfectly normal? No, really... 

By CInuck Klosterman 
Illustration by Marcos Chin 

As I write this column, the Michael Jackson trial remains in progress. By 
the time you (read: society) see this column, it's possible that his guilt or 
innocence will have already been resolved. However, the court of public 
opinion (read: El) has already delivered its verdict on a related topic: 
Michael Jackson, it seems, is a "weirdo." And this is no longer an insult 
that critics lob as an incendiary anti-Jacko projectile; this is now an 
accepted designation, no different from "Nazi chess legend" Bobby 
Fischer or "noted orangutan enthusiast" Clint Eastwood. More than any 
public figure since Howard Hughes, Jackson Is officially weird; you can 
now refer to his weirdness without any ancillary evidence. 

In fact, Jackson actively makes other things weird. For example. If 
Michael Jackson started eating strawben^ pancakes for breakfast, the 
practice of daily pancake consumption would Immediately take on an 
alien depravity that would taint all others who share that inclination. 



Obviously, this will never happen, as Jackson subsists exclu- 
sively on a diet of colorless, gluten-free sludge and bubble 
gum Skittles.' But I think you know what I mean. We can all 
safely argue that Michael Jackson is crazy in a very specific 
way; there is a universally understood totality to his weird- 
ness that (almost) makes his eccentricity unremarkable. 

As such, I will not remark upon it. Instead, I will take an alter- 
native approach; I want to explore the myriad qualities of 
Michael Jackson that are abundantly normal. These are the 
traits the mainstream media never want to address. Oh, you'll 
inevitably see wall-to-wall coverage whenever Jackson climbs 
a magical tree and asks its noble wood for advice, because 
this is how journalists love to marginalize him; they constantly 
want to paint him as one of those "tree people." But why 
doesn't anyone report that Michael Jackson's name Is 
Michael? Why won't CNN mention that "Michael" is the 
second-most popular male name in America and that more 
than 6.5 million people share this same moniker? I don't hear 
anyone calling actor Michael Caine "weirdo." Nobody auto- 
matically assumes Michael DeWine (R-Ohio) is a "homosexual 
pedophile." Sometimes it seems like Jackson's unorthodox 
behavior completely usurps the normalcy of his first name. 
Moreover, Michael Jackson was born in Gary, Indiana, a city 
with a population of more than 1 00,000 (and the city famously 
sung about in Meredith Willson's t)eloved play The Music Man). 
In this respect, he is no more sinister than Gary native Glenn 
"Big Dog" Robinson, the 1 994 Sporting News collegiate hoop- 
ster of the year and a man who's only been arrested twice. 

Jackson even gets labeled "curious" and "reclusive" and 
"batshit insane" for things he hasn't done. Perhaps you have 
heard the urban legend about Michael owning the skeleton 
of 1 9th-century medical anomaly John Menick, the so-called 
BB^^ Elephant Man. This is actually not true; Jackson has never 
■ owned the Elephant Man's bones. But let's say he did pur- 
chase Merrick's remains: Why criticize someone for an inter- 
est in life science? Marilyn Manson claims to have smoked human 
bones in New Orieans, yet nobody thinks he's weird. Jackson should 
not be attacked for unconventional thinking, especially when such 
thinking focuses on dead people. It's akin to all those rumors (and 
photographs) Indicating that Michael was sleeping inside a hyperbaric, 
life-enhancing oxygen chamber: If you ask me, he'd be crazy not to 
sleep inside such a chamber. It sounds awesome. 

"If there were no children on this earth, if somebody announced 
that all kids were dead, I would jump off the balcony immediately." 
This is what Jackson told documentary filmmaker Martin Bashir in 
2003. "I'm done," he reiterated for emphasis. "I'm done." Here again, 
we see the hypocrisy of the public's perception of Michael: Much like 
the (possibly sane) British pop star Morrissey, Jackson is hated for lov- 
ing. I mean, just imagine the nightmare scenario Jackson has theorized. 
Imagine if all the world's children were suddenly dead. Imagine if there 
were a poison gas that only attacked the red blood cells of prepubes- 
cent humans, or if packs of Invisible werewolves ate all the babies on 
earth, or if I traveled around the world shooting every kindergartner in 
the back of the skull. Imagine if the streets of Gary, Indiana, were sud- 
denly covered with young corpses, facedown in their own wamn blood. 
Surely, this scenario would cause any sane man to leap to his death. 
Who would want to live in such a godforsaken kill zone? Certainly not 
Michael Jackson; he would sooner commit suicide than exist In such 
a place. And in some cultures, he would be rewarded for those val- 
ues. In some cultures, he would be lionized. 
But not in America. Oh no. Not here. ■ 
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Allegedly. 



Chance of getting a speeding 
ticl<et while listening to: 




Tons of artists. Zillions of songs. And oh yeah, it's free. ^^^^ 

Brought to you by America's 13,000 local radio stations that play artists like these every day 



MY CHEMICAL ROMANCE STOMPED FROM THE 
WASTELAND OF ESSEX COUNTY TO THE STAGES OF 
JAPAN— AND WERE NEARLY DESTROYED BY ROCK- 
STAR EXCESS. NOW, A FIGHTING-FIT GERARD WAY 
LEADS HIS BAND OF WOULD-BE SUPERHEROES ON 
A CAMPAIGN TO CONQUER THE WORLD. 



By Andy Greenwald 
Photo-Illustrations by Phil Mucci 




ight or nine years ago, mild-mannered 

comic-shop clerk Gerard Way couldn't tell 
you much about rock'n'roll. Deathly pale, 
introverted, and adrift in the working-class 
suburb of Belleville, New Jersey (about ten 
miles west of Manhattan), he could, however, 
speak at length about role-playing games, hor- 
ror flicks, and numbing monotony. Oh, and 
superheroes, of course. You see. Way has 
always knovm that the most essential element 
of any good superhero is a killer origin story. 



Though not quite as cinematic as getting bitten by a radioactive 
spider, the transformation of Gerard Way, 28, into a snarling, self- 
proclaimed rock'n'roll savior is still remarkable. Like many life- 
changing stories of the 21st century, it all began on September 11, 2001 
On that clear-blue-sky day. Way— who had graduated from New 
York's School of Visual Arts to a sunlight-free existence drawing in his 
mom's basement— was coming into Manhattan, unaware of the 
tragedy. 'Something just clicked in my head that morning," he says. 
"I literally said to myself, 'Fuck art. I've gotta get out of the basement. 
I've gotta see the world. I've gotta make a difference!'" 

Inspired by the uplifting screamo anthems of fellow Garden Staters 
Thursday, Way had been playing guitar and trying to write songs in 
his room; he had dreams of starting a band named My Chemical 
Romance (after Irvine Welsh's book Ecstasy: Three Tales of Chemical 
Romance]. But unlike Thursday's Geoff Ricldy— who would help sign 
My Chem to indie label Eyeball Records— Way had no desire to sing 
about his mundane circumstances or surroundings. He wanted to 
inspire a movement and recast his fortress of solitude as a teeming, 
limitless Metropolis. His songs wrapped the anthemic community 
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spirit of emo in the personal mythology of '70s art rock and '90s 
Britpop. The world may have seen Way as a shy, failed comic artist, but 
in his head and in his songs, he was a vampire, a death-dealing badass, 
a lover, a fighter. He was a superhero. All he needed was a superteam. 

He recruited guitarist Ray Toro, 27, a film student from the neigh- 
borhood who grew up perfecting Joe Satriani and Led Zeppelin riffs 
on nights when his mother wouldn't let him out of the house. Then 
came Way's younger brother, Mikey, 24, a waifish Anglophile rock 
scenester and part-time college student who worked in a bookstore 
and could barely play his bass. Guitarist Frank lero, 23, a tattooed 
punk who had suffered through a sickly childhood, was adopted by 
My Chem after his own group, Pencey Prep, dissolved. And last year, 
drummer Bob Bryar, a former soundman for the Used, joined after 
the band parted ways with original member Matt Pelissier. 

On paper no one would mistake these motley Jersey kids with 
thick accents and scattered interests for rock stars— and no one 
would ever confuse them with sexy X-Men-like world conquerors, 
either. They flailed at the beginning. For their very first show, 
Gerard lathered his face with greasepaint and screamed curses at 
the crowd, Mikey drank heavily to mask his stage fright, and Toro 
soloed like he was in a Metallica tribute act. But Gerard saw poten- 
tial—after all, his favorite comic-book team had always been the 
Doom Patrol, those bickering, suicidal misfits who succeeded 
despite being shunned by the outside world. 

"We always had a vision, but we weren't sure if it would trans- 
late or just come off as pretentious," says Mikey. "We were playing 
basements, and Gerard would be like straight-up Ziggy Stardust. 
Kids would be horrified." 

"Labels would come to see us because of the whole emo thing," 
says Gerard. "But no one believed we came from Jersey. They'd say. 
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'You're so different, so extroverted....It doesn't makes any sense!'" 

My Chem's melodramatic live shows and their 2002 debut album, 
the darker-than-noir / Brought You My Bullets, You Brought Me Your 
Love, earned them a devoted fan base of Hot Topic girls, self-loathing 
goths, E-eating Britpoppers, and more than a few hardcore hulks who 
hid their copy of Bullets with their secret stash of Morrissey imports. 
It also earned them a lucrative contract with Warner Bros., which 
won a tough bidding war with DreamWorks. The story easily could 
have stopped there: Most groups hyped in anticipation of the emo 
boom that never quite happened have been relegated to the clearance 
racks, or worse, Warped Tour's second stage. But last year's Three 
Cheers for Sweet Revenge shattered everyone's expectations. 
Featuring Gerard's original illustrations, the album— conceived as a 
road-trip horror screenplay about a vengeful lover's quest for 1,000 
iiuiocent souls— was brash and squishy, ostentatious and moving. The 
lead single, "I'm Not Okay (I Promise)," shotgun-married self-lacerat- 
ing lyrics and a squealing Queen-style guitar solo. Other songs dab- 
bled in homoerotic vaudeville ("You Know What They Do to Guys 
Like Us in Prison") and explosive punk pop ("Cemetery Drive"), and 
there were even three lighter-worthy power ballads. Fueled by the 
brilliant Quadrophenia meets Rushmore video for "I'm Not Okay," 
the album has at press time sold more than 500,000 copies. 

"A kid watching Thursday is going, 'They are empow- 
ering because that could be me up there— Geoff is singing 
what I want to be singing,'" says Gerard. "With us, it's like, 
'These guys are so fucking crazy I need them in my life.'" 
Or, to put it bluntly, introverts inspire others to form 
bands; extroverts sell records. 

"I told them after their first record they were gonna be 
much bigger than Thursday," says Rickly. "We're flip- 
sides of a coin. He deals in the surreal and make-believe 
and is able to project a confidence that I can't. He has 
this other place where he can hide and control things. 
Gerard's always telling me that he's my villain. But I 
think he's an antihero." 



For Gerard, the distance between his real life and the demon he 
became onstage grew wider by the day. "I was so scared of performing 
that I had worked out the exact chemical combination to get me func- 
tioning in the band," he remembers. "I would drink from when I woke 
up until set time. I lived, breathed, and shit for the show. I wore my 
stage clothes— the leather jacket, the boots— all the time. As bad as they 
smelled, even when they were falling apart, I wouldn't take the cos- 
tume off. I had no separation in my head." He lets loose a fierce 
smoker's cough and smiles ruefully. "It got so bad that I started to refer 
to him as Gerard. I actually started becoming someone else entirely." 

The drinking, though extreme, was nothing new to the Way brothers, 
who say alcoholism runs in their family. "Where we're from, a suburb 
of a city, there's nothing to do but drink, fight, and fuck," says Gerard. 
"It's very easy to get caught in this fucking working-class, punch-the- 
clock, get-bombed, and try-to-fmd-someone-to-poke lifestyle." 

It was the November 2003 passing of the Ways' grandmother (the 
inspiration for Three Cheers' best song, "Helena") that pushed Gerard 
to a more dangerous form of escape. "I couldn't deal witii her death," 
he says, "and I took my first Xanax. After that, it snowballed. I would 
get wasted for a show, then need to shut my brain off at night— 
because my brain is alwaj's moving a mUlion miles a minute. The pills 




hen I meet up with the band in snow- 
covered Niagara, New York, on a dreary 
Tuesday in March, the line for tonight's 
i ' show-a S2 Bill MTV2 taping with cohead- 
■ liners the Used— is three blocks long and 
iilinost none of the diehards have bothered 
with coats. Gerard, who is surprisingly small and, well, 
ordinary looking in person, is onstage finishing up a 
sound check. In a different context, he could be just 
another Anykid from Anytown, USA, with his sallow 
complexion, stringy hair, fingers lashed with paper cuts 
from comics, and nails bitten to the nub. But here, amid 
the instruments and equipment, he's completely in com- 
mand, cracking wise with the crew and smearing off 
what look.s like a rather large amount of blood from his 
mouth. When I ask him if he's all right, he grins. "It's 
just makeup, man. I'm doing great!" 

This, unfortunately, has not been the case until very 
recently. During 2004, as the band's success increased 
exponentially, Gerard was, as he himself sang, "not O- 
fucking-K." But no superhero worth his legend is infalli- 
ble. "Growing up, I always wanted to be Batman," he says, 
taking a drag on his umpteenth cigarette of the morning, 
"because he was just a normal dude. Superman was all- 
perfect and had a duly to protect people. For Batman, it 
was a compulsion, like a religious thing. All the best heroes 
are ordinary people who make themselves extraordinary." 



His Dark Places 

SINGER GERARD WAY REVEALS THE CLUES TO UNLOCKING 
THE MYSTERIES OF MY CHEMICAL ROMANCE 
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Phantom of the 
Paradise (1974 
movie) "It's directed 
by Brian De Raima, 
and it had a lot to do 
with the character I 
became. The 
Phantom had an 
unwavering thirst for 
revenge and this 
intense darkness and arrogance and 
perversity. There's this other charac- 
ter called Beef who's a ripped dude 
who acts like a cupcake and wants 
to be a soul singer — he's so flam- 
boyant and over-the-top as fuck. I'm 
more a combination of the two." 

The Rocky 
Horror Picture 
Show (1975 
movie) "The beauty 
of that movie is 
self-expression. All 

of these characters 
are rampant and 
totally free no mat- 
ter what happens 
to them. They're all 
gonna end up dead, 
but they don't care." 

r/)eV1/ira/t/i(ig86 

movie) "It's an awful 
horror movie starring 
Charlie Sheen as a 
guy who gets killed 





by a Mustang gang — not even a real 
motorcycle gang, just meth-heads 
who drive shitty tncked-out cars in 
the Midwest. Charlie comes back as 
a motorcycle phantom. You can find 
it for, like, five dollars on VHS in any 
good Wal-Mart!" 

Sartdman 

(1988-present 
DC comic 
book) "There's 
a quote on our 
album — 'You 
get what every- 
one gets, you 
get a lifetime'— 
that is a direct 
quote from the 
character 
Death. This comic meant so much to 
me growing up." 

Preacher 

(1995-2000 DC 
comic book) "It's a 
story about a Texas 
preacher who may or 
may not be 
God and his 
friendship 
with an Irish 
vampire who 
has a good 

heart. There's shit in my 
lyrics that is straight from 
the comic." 
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allowed me to relax and sleep. But then cocaine came into play, and 
everything went out of whack." 

Gerard's divorced parents— mom's a hairdresser, dad an auto 
mechanic— were flummoxed by their quiet son's public meltdown. 
They called Mikey frequently, but the younger Way felt he was in no 
place to lecture his older brother on sobriety. "We've shared a lot of 
the same troubles," he says. "But sometimes he's the older brother and 
sometimes I have to be." Things got particularly ugly during a gig in 
Kentucky last summer, where a hammered Gerard wandered under 
the stage and tried to sabotage his bandmates by refusing to sing or 
even emerge from his hiding place for the rest of the night. 

"After that show, I wanted to put down my guitar and leave," says 
lero. "And I've never felt that way about playing." A day or two later, 
Gerard celebrated a Killers concert in Kansas City by snorting an 
eightball of coke and vomiting in the street. His predawn crash left 
him sobbing in his tour-bus bunk, racked by suicidal thoughts. But a 
three-hour talk with band manager/official best friend Brian 
Schechter convinced Way that he needed to get clean. 

But first there was a tour of Japan: After playing the Summer Sonic 
festival in Osaka before a crowd of 10,000— My Chem's largest-ever 
audience— Gerard puked sake, beer, and God knows what else into a 
trash can for 45 minutes. Then, with vomit stiU on his shirt, he told his 
bandmates that he had swallowed his last drink. The night after they 
landed back in Jersey, Gerard was in AA. And with a willpower even 
Bruce Wayne would admire, he has been clean— of everything except 
his beloved cigarettes and coffee— ever since. 

"I never expected it to be that easy or cut-and-dry," says lero with 
real respect in his voice. "I mean, it was Gerard— we would have given 
him a million chances. But he's very strong. He's never sUpped up. He 
tried to take Nyquil once, and I smacked him." 
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"I was terrified to be sober onstage for an entire tour," Gerard 
says. "I felt like Spiderman without the mask. But now I feel more 
dangerous and sharp than ever. I've got a memory again, and I've got 
a future. I feel like we're undefeatable. We go onstage now, and we 
feel like we're the greatest band in the world. Like we've got the 
whole world by the balls!" 

^^^^^^ raveling on the bus with My Chemical Romance is a 

I master class in the band's evolution over the past few 

I years. On the 12-hour ride from Niagara to Maine, only one 
beer is sipped (and eventually bricked by lero), while Diet 
Cokes are consumed like illicit substances. The band and 
crew have been kitted out with brand-new T-Mobile 
Sidekicks and Nintendo DSs, which they fiddle with constantly, 
rarely making conversation. The biggest controversies are over who 
keeps leaving empty cups in the common area and whether anyone 
has "accidentally" used lero's strictly vegetarian George Foreman grill 
to heat up hot dogs. The guys seem content to treat every aspect of life 
on the road— from meet-and-greets to border crossings to who gets to 
watch whose porn in their bunks— with a pleasant professionalism. 

"We all have very humble backgrounds and very geeky interests," 
Mikey says with a shrug. "On the tour bus, when most bands would 
be defiling a young lady or doing massive amounts of cocaine, we're 
swapping copies of tiew Avengers' He's even trying to join his 
brother in giving up drinking. "It's counterproductive," he says. "I 
don't like waking up and playing catch-up to my day." 

Noticeably absent from this scene is Bert McCracken, frontman of 
the Used. When I spent time with My Chem in early 2003— while writ- 
ing a story on the Used— McCracken and Gerard were well on their 
way to forming a toxic partnership. The two quickly bonded over 
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music and a lust for the rock'n'roll life. After one Chicago show, they 
drained a hotel minibar, smoked pack after pack of cigarettes, and 
annihilated themselves to the point where both missed sound check 
the next day. Later, Gerard told me that night was partly the inspira- 
tion for "You Know What They Do to Guys Like Us in Prison." 

"Bert was like a tour guide for me," says Gerard now. "He was a star, 
and I was just a weird little dude who he believed in. Our relationship 
blossomed by being bad together, but ultimately, I think, we want 
different things." McCracken, who has struggled with addiction in 
the past and is not currently sober, did not want to be interviewed 
for this story. Still, he and Gerard occasionally perform a version 
of David Bowie and Freddie Mercury's "Under Pressure" duet as 
an encore to the Used's set. 

Way's ability to clean up his act is a large part of why his band may 
one day surpass all his mentors in popularity. "My Chem is accessible 
enough for kids to get it but different enough to still freak their par- 
ents out," says Good Charlotte's Joel Madden. "Plus, once on the 
Warped Tour, Mikey gave me a Diet Coke from his stash— that's like 
cigarettes in prison. They rule so much I'm even planning on getting 
into some D&D [Dungeons & Dragons] with Gerard." 

My Chemical Romance live is now a taut production. Inspired by 
their flamboyant frontman, lero and Toro take the stage in matching 
bulletproof vests and eye shadow, while all five members sport MCR 
wristbands and vaguely SS-style suits in the official team colors of black 
and red. In Portland, Maine, the audience— dulled senseless by four pro 
forma opening acts— springs to vibrant, circle-moshing life when My 
Chem take the stage. Gerard, his leather now replaced with a suit 
jacket, conducts his band's songs like a demonic four-star general. He 
howls and roars, begs the crowd to spit on him, and leads an arenawide 
middle-finger salute. Though he has a girlfriend whom he plans on 
moving in with as soon as this touring cycle ends, he has French-kissed 
McCracken onstage and begs mosh-pit mooks to fuck him. 

"It's extremely important for these kids to realize that they can do 
and be whatever they want," Gerard says. "Warped Tour was big for 
that. Instead of drinking a bunch of beer and calling a kid a faggot 
because he's smaller than you and wearing black, why don't we just 
have a good time? And big jar-headed dudes got that. To be able to 
break through those layers of muscle and get to their hearts was one 
of the biggest victories this band has ever had. We go up onstage every 
night and look like the most dangerous cupcakes in the world, and 
that's another victory— because these kids aren't booing us or calling 
us fags. They're saying, 'Fucking go for it!'" 

The wider world is noticing My Chem's breakthroughs. Green Day 
recently chose them to open the next leg of their triumphant comeback 
tour, and they're also set to headline Warped. MTV has been an ardent 
supporter (the band has even appeared on teen showcase TRL], thanks 
to their dazzling videos (Marc Webb's clip for "Helena" features a 




The Toxic TWins: Bert McCracken joins Gerard Way onstage in Las Vegas last year 

funeral set in a cathedral, where a corpse breaks into a Busby 
Berkeley-style dance routine). "They're showmen who take real 
chances in their music and their visuals," says Alex Coletti, director 
and executive producer of the S2 Bill show. "And the record is a mon- 
ster—there's a brash snottiness to it that reminds me of Guns N' Roses." 

Still, no matter how professional and focused the band has 
become, offstage Gerard can seem like a kid who is still in search of 
himself. Around hour four of the trek to Maine, he's padding around 
the bus in black union-suit pajamas with a skeleton painted on the 
front that he bought in Japan. It's predawn and the snow is falling as 
we pull into a creepy run-down truck stop— a scene straight out of one 
of Gerard's beloved cheese-ball horror flicks. While the rest of the 
band sleep, Gerard climbs from his bunk and heads straight toward 
a notebook to scribble some insomnia-inspired lyrics. 

As the bus refuels, Gerard walks out into the slush, dressed as a 
skeleton, his hair streaked and filthy, desperate for a smoke, freaking 
out truckers and talking about what's coming next. "I'm clearheaded 
enough to live through the next adventure," he says. "I'm awake for it, 
and I feel as if I have something to say, to write something right from 
my soul into the audience's bloodstream." 

He slips a little and shivers in the cold. "It feels like I've been 
unmasked, and I don't know which version of me is the character 
anymore. Like those lyrics 1 just wrote are the most unsubtle, obvi- 
ous romantic words I've ever written." Then his face darkens and he 
cackles. "Maybe I'll go back in there and add a line about stabbing 
my eyes out with scissors just to keep them guessing! " ■ 
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Gerard Way at eight and Mikey at five Drummer Bob Bryar at five 



Guitarist Frank lero at six 



Guitarist Ray Toro at nine 
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Sibling ribaldry or crazy 
kinship? On the heels of the 
strongest Oasis album in years, 
Noel and Liam Gallagher share 

their deep thoughts on ill communication, 
Sir Mick dagger, and the threat from 

South Korea (who knew?). By Marc Spitz 
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has not always favored Noel Gallagher, 37, and his brother Liam, 32. 

Once the sneering, Charlied-up kings of Cool Britannia, their sluggish 
third album, Be Here Now, stopped their U.S. campaign cold in 1997. 
Soon Radiohead and later Coldplay usurped them as cross-Atlantic con- 
querors. Both 2000's Standing on the Shoulder of Giants and 2002's 
Heathen Chemistryhad patches of briUiance, but neither delivered on 
Oasis' increasingly self-parodic claim to be "the best band in the world." 

Still, the Gallaghers have stuck around long enough, and now, per 
basic showbiz doctrine, they've attained an odd respectability. Once 
dismissed by crlUcs as derivative Beatlemaniac thugs, in 2005 Oasis 
are downright influential. Jet, who are supporting them on a current 
U.S. tour, sold two million albums last year, in part by ripping off 
Oasis ripping off the Fab Four (look at "Look What You've Done"). 

Weathering in-flight scuffles, car crashes, fisticuffs with photogra- 
phers and drunken Italians, Liam's stormy marriage to actress (and 
serial rock-star poacher) Patsy Kensit, verbal dustups with Blur, all- 
nighters with Kate Moss, not to mention the loss of "Bonehead," 
"Guigsy," and every original member not named Gallagher, has 
finally given Oasis a Stones-like definition. Fatherhood seems to have 
given them perspective (Liam has three children, one with second 
wife Nicole Appleton, formerly of U.K. pop group All Saints; Noel has 
a daughter with ex-wife Meg Mathews). Their just-released sixth 
album. Don't Believe the Truth, contains 11 smashing Oasis songs (see 
review on page 103) and arrives just in time for the Britpop renais- 
sance. Suddenly Oasis are seUing out arenas; this, despite the fact that 
their last U.S. hit, "Champagne Supernova," is nine years old. 

Oasis have remained a going concern through the bleary years for 
the same reason they were once such a pop-cult phenomenon: They've 
fjways been more than just a rock band. Oasis (who now include gui- 
tarist Gem Archer, bassist Andy Bell, and drummer Zak Starkey) are a 
rock philosophy. If you're mad for it, then have it. If it gets in your way, 
you gotta roll with it If it still doesn't get out of your way, give it a good 
kicking. One day, some inspired publisher will recognize Noel and 
Liam as great English thinkers, heirs to Darwin and Swift and Wilde 
and Morrissey. Until then, our compendium of Gallagherian wit and 
wisdom, culled over the course of two conversations on life, art, and the 
joys of going back to bed after breakfast, will have to do. 
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LIAM: Noel and I don't speak to each other. That's probably best. We 
see each other, but I've got nothing to say to him. He's got nothing to 
say to me. We make music and that's it. Or we have the odd drink 
together and that's it. That's the way I like it. He's totally different from 
me; I'm totally different from him. He's got different views; I've got dif- 
ferent views. But there's a difference between disagreements and hat- 
ing each other Me and him are cool. We're brothers. We're never gonna 
split up. We're fucking family. 

NOEL: Well, let's see. I've seen him today and it was great. And the day 
before that was great. It could all fall apart. Any moment. 

UAM: Rock'n'roll for me, ten years ago, was going out and getting fuck- 
ing hammered and not really caring about the music because some- 
one else was taking care of it. Now I'm writing music. I feel a bit 
more. ..what's the word? I don't know, responsible7 A good song to 
me has got a lot of balls for the start of it, you know what I mean? And 
it's got a strong melody. It's not so much the words. I'm not a wordy 
person. I find it hard writing words. When I do write lyrics, I write about 
love. I write about God. I write about me. I write about him. I write 
about them. I write about us, man. I write about life, you know? 
Sometimes it's shit and sometimes it's good. I don't write anything too 
fucking deep, hopefully 

NOEL: We kind of write songs about the mundane things in life, like hav- 
ing nothing to do or queuing up for a pint of milk. 

"I'm not the likes of Mick dagger, 
man. I don't think singers who 
start off singing should play 
guitar. It looks f***ing stupid."-LiAM 

NOEL: I've personally rediscovered the spark— to actually write songs 
again, instead of trying to sum up the meaning of life in five minutes. 
We'll leave that to Coldplay. They kind of do that better than anytxxJy else. 

LIAM: Every now and again I'll go out and fucking fall over, make a tit 
of myself. But the joy in my life — I just stay in and play the guitar, man. 

NOEL: I meet kids who are, like, 1 5. And I go, "How the fuck are you into 
Oasis?" And they all say, [Oasis' debut album] "Definitely Maytx." "But 
you were like five when it came out." And they go, "Yeah, but me older 
brother, we used to all sit around and listen to it when Mom and Dad 
had gone out." And I think that's probably why the renewed interest in | 
the band is happening at the minute. g 

0) 

in 

LIAM: It's great, man, that people are still interested in us. But it's great 5 
that I'm still interested in me. % 

i 

NOEL: I used to meet guys back in the '90s who were 15, who had just ? 
started bands because of Oasis. And now I meet guys who are 25, who ^ 
sold a million records because of Oasis. It makes me feel pretty good. g 

6 
o 

LIAM: It's good that the band is still interested in fucking playing. Because « 
if you're not, then you can't make other people be interested in you. i 

w 

? 

NOEL: Everything off Definitely fvlaybe and fiAorning Glory has aged m 
quite well. You never get tired of playing "Champagne Supernova," § 
"Morning Glory," "Wonderwall," "Don't Look Back in Anger," "Live 3 
Forever," "Cigarettes and Alcohol," and "Rock 'N' Roll Star" They're I 
standards for us, really. ^ 



Coi 




At a 1997 concert in Sheffield, England, Noel discovers a novel way to hide his open fly; in July 2002, Liam is surprised by a rapidly growing mic stand (below) 



LIAM: Was "Cigarettes and Alcohol" just "Bang a Gong (Get It On)" by 
T. Rex? Oh. totally! 

NOEL: Britpop was absolute madness. After our third record [Be Here 
Now], I was on a bit of a creative slide. It's not as if I was realty enthusiastic 
about songwriting; the records weren't selling, and I couldn't understand 
why. I didn't give a fuck. I'd kind of had enough. It gets a bit boring trying 
to direct the band on your own. I mean, it's all right when you're 21 and 
you've got no baggage except the clothes in your fucking suitcase and 
your guitar, and you're into sex, drugs, and rock'n'roll, and you're living 
it. You live, breathe, and eat music. It was a great time in my life, but 
there comes a point when you're like, I can't fucking do it anymore. 

LIAM: I don't have a bad word to say about Se Here Now. The only 
person who's got a problem with it is Noel. He wrote it, so then it's his 
problem. I couldn't give a fuck whether people liked it or not, to tell 
you the truth. 

NOEL: If you bought it on the day it came out and listened to it, I'd have 
thought it was fucking mind-bending too. But it 
really doesn't stand up now. The songs are too tong, 
and the lyrics are fucking appalling. The clue to the 
album is in the title — you had to be there, really. It 
was all about that fucking week that it came out. 

LIAM: People are always going on about "Oh, 

you've failed America." I've never failed anything 
in my entire life. I got out of the bedroom when I 
was a young fucking lad, and I'm in a great fuck- 
ing band. And now we're playing at Madison 
Square Garden [on June 22]. I'm gobsmacked! 

NOEL: When we sold out Madison Square Garden 
[in February, an hour after tickets went on sale], 
everyone was kind of "Woo, yeah! Fucking hell! 
Wow!" And I was like, "We haven't done the gig 
yet. So everybody needs to calm the fuck down 
and celebrate in the dressing room afterward." 



LIAM: When I was 21 , going over to America freaked me out because it 
was too big. It was just too much. LA. was, like, "Fucking hell, what's all 
this?" But now I'm starting to like it. 

"We were in L.A. for two months 
recording the record. Did I pick up 
any Southern California habits? 
Going back to bed after breakfast 
was something I got into.'-NOEL 

UAM: Being in a band, it's easy. It's hard being out of a band and to have 
to fucking work for a living. This is a fucking bubble. Singing songs, 
man, taking drugs, doing your gigs, having a drink, you know what I 
mean? It's like being on holiday. Gonstaintly. 

NOEL: I was at a gig the other night. I went to see Razorlight. We got 
there early. There's nobody in the VIP bar yet. It's just me and my giri- 
friend. And we're feeling pretty fucking stupid. So 
I say, "Let's go upstairs to the [venue's] bar just to 
see what's happening." She was going, "It's 
going to be full of fucking kids." I was like, "Fuck 
it." And so we go, and this gang of giris — 
teenagers — turned around and saw me, and one 
of thiem went, "Wowl You're like the coolest man 
ever." Which is a really cool thing to say, until I 
thought, "'Man'? That's what people say to their 
dads. When did I become a man? I was a fuck- 
ing lad when I set off for this gig." 

LIAM: Rock'n'roll keeps you young in your soul 
and in your mind. I don't know about the rest of it. 
I suppose it can age your body. 

NOEL: We're not the likes of Eric Clapton and Sir 
Elton John and Sir Fucking Paul McCartney, as 
much as I love him. Or Sir Mick Jagger. We all 
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The lads in the band: Andy 
Bell, Noel, Liam, and Gem 
Archer (missing: unofficial 
member Zak Starkey) 



got invited to Bucl<ingham Palace last summer for something or other, 
but we wouldn't go. Royalty — they're not from a world I can compre- 
hend. I don't know where they come from or what they do or what their 
role is in life or who the fuck they think they are. 

"As soon as you get to 30, the 
hangovers take a little bit longer to 
shift, you know what I mean?"-LiAM 

NOEL: Nobody in the band does the big bad drugs anymore. Nobody's 
absolutely fucking whacked out on fucking powder all the time. It just 
got fucking boring to me. And all the people who sun-ounded us at the 
time were just boring, boring, txjring. Yeah, we still stay out drinking and 
partying. But instead of staying out until seven in the morning when you 
have a gig that night, we probably go to bed at a more reasonable 
hour. But we're not in our slippers and pipes. 

LIAM: I'm rocking at the moment. It's good. 

NOEL: Some Polish radio station played the new single ["Lyla"!, and now 
it's been leaked. It's not the end of the world. It happens to all the big 
bands. But you get these phone calls going, "They played the single in 
Poland!" You're just like, "Great!" And everybody's going, "No, it's not 
great." "Well, what's not great about it?" "Well, now it's on the Internet!" 
And I said, "I don't give a fuck about that." That's not my domain. I don't 
even know what the Internet is. I don't have a computer, so it doesn't 
concern me. I don't understand the corporate record system anymore. 
You give them an album, and six months later you're still waiting for it to 
come out. When it's finished, get it out as soon as possible. Put it in 
the fucking shops within the week. It can be done that way. Now you've 
got to wait for your slot because fucking Anastasia has a record coming 
out. Fucking big deal. That really set the world on fire, didn't it? 

LIAM: Don't Believe the Truth — I don't know what the title means. It's a 
pothead thing, innit? Potheads, man — I don't know. I'm sure it's got 
some sort of strange meaning. But I like it. 

NOEL: I watch a lot of news programs. And around about the time of the 
war in Iraq and the U.S. presidential campaign, there was a lot of mis- 
information out on the airwaves, Fox News being the biggest culprit, I 
would think. And you sit and watch it, and think, "I don't know whether 




I believe any of this." Because when there is an incident that happens, 
whether it be weapons of mass destruction or what, you immediately 
get the line from the news company, and then you get the conspiracy 
theories, and they all sound plausible to me. Let's take, for instance, the 
assassination of Kennedy. It's quite plausible to me that Lee Harvey 
Oswald could have shot him with those three bullets. But then it's also 
plausible that the CIA could have taken him out. It's also very plausible 
that Castro could have taken him out. So you just sit there and think, 
"Well, I don't know what to believe anymore." Then there's all the stuff 
that's going on with Afghanistan and Iraq, and they're going to invade 
Iran and then it's South Korea, and George Bush lied to the United 
Nations about the weapons of mass destruction. And you just think, "I 
don't know what to believe anymore." The title is not meant to be per- 
ceived as "Don't believe the political truth." There's only one truth, I 
think, and that's your personal tmth, and that's what you should believe. 

LIAM: Am I still the walrus? I'm not the walrus. The walrus was Noel, 
whaddinnit7 I'm me, man. 

"Last time we went to the States, 
I was involved in a car crash. 
Maybe this time we'll be blessed, 
and it will all be great, and we 
can all go home and go,'Woo 
hoo! F***ing great tour."'-NOEL 

LIAM: Everyone thinks I'm an arrogant cunt. When you get to speak to 
me, it's a different thing. But I'm no good at going onstage and telling 
people I love them. I'm there to sing songs. I'm not there to show big 
love. I'd prefer to do that one-on-one. When I don't speak, people might 
take that as being a bit of an arrogant twat, but that's just the way I am. 

NOEL: Liam's gotten all religious. It's quite disturbing. He thinks he's Abel 
for some weird reason. He wrote a new song called "Guess God Thinks 
I'm Abel." I thought it was A-b-l-e, but when he wrote it down, it was 
"Abel." And I thought, "Right, so you think you're Abel. That must make 
me Cain. Doesn't Cain kill Abel?" But then the first line of that song is "You 
could be my lover." I'm not too sure about that. That's illegal, innit? It's 
kind of illegal for two brothers to make love. It's certainly frowned upon. ■ 
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SUMMARY NOTICE OF PENDENCY OF CLASS ACTION. 
PROPOSED SETTLEMENT OF CLASS ACTION. 
PRELIMINARY APPROVAL OF THE SETTLEMENT. 
AND SETTLEMENT CLASS CERTIFICATION 

TO ALL PERSONS IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA WHO, 
AS MEMBERS OF A BMG MUSIC CLUB, PAID SHIPPING AND 
HANDLING CHARGES FOR DELIVERY OF CLUB ITEMS DURING 
THE PERIOD FROM JUNE 14, 1998, THROUGH FEBRUARY 
1, 2005. EXCLUDED FROM THE CLASS ARE DUIECTORS, 
OFFICERS, EMPLOYEES, AND AGENTS OF DEFENDANT AND ITS 
AFFILIATES, AND GOVERNMENTAL ENTITIES. 

Your rights may be affected by the Settlement 

Plaintiff Eric Stelk has sued BMG Direct, Inc. (sued hierein as BeMusic, 
Inc.) ("Defendant") in the Circuit Court of Cook County, Illinois, alleging 
that Defendant has been engaged in deceptive, misleading, and unfair 
marketing and sales practices in regard to its shipping and handling 
charges and its advertised cost to consumers of its compact discs ("CDs"). 
Defendant denies liability. To avoid further litigation. Defendant has 
agreed to a settlement. In summary, pursuant to the settlement. Defendant 
shall mail to each Class Member who is an active member of a BMG 
music club a Voucher Class Members who are no longer members of a 
BMG music club must complete and submit by mail to BMG a Claim 
Form, which will be available at www.bmgmusic.com/stelk/settlement and 
provided to any Class Member in response to an oral or written request. 
Those who, as of the date of entry of the Order of Preliminary Approval 
of Class Action Settlement, have not yet fulfilled his or her commitment 
under their membership agreement to purchase a fiill-priced CD will 
receive a Voucher for 75% off BMG's regular club price for one CD free of 
shipping and handling chzirges. Those who, on or before the date of entry 
of the Order of Preliminary Approval of Class Action Settlement, have 
fulfilled their commitment under their membership agreement to purchase 
a full-priced CD will receive a Voucher for 2 single CDs for 75% off each 
of said purchases, each free of shipping and handling charges. 

Defendants have agreed to pay reasonable attorneys' fees, costs, and 
expenses, as may be ordered by the Court, up to S 1 ,000,000.00, and Class 
Representative and Named-Plaintiff awards, as awarded by the Court, up to 
$ 1 ,000.00 and $500.00, respectively. TTie settlement provides a broad release 
to Defendant relating to claims arising out of its shipping and handling 
charges. The Court has preliminarily approved the settlement as fair, 
reasonable, and adequate, has certified the Settlement Class, and appointed 
Ben Bamow, Barnow and Associates, P.C., One North LaSalle St., Suite 
4600, Chicago, IL 60602, and William J. Harte, William J. Harte, Ltd., 1 1 1 
West Washington St., Suite 1 100, Chicago, IL 60602, as Class Counsel. 

Participation, Opting Out, Objecting, 
and Final Fairness Hearing Information: 
A Final Fairness Hearing has been scheduled for July 20, 2005 at 10:00 a.m., 
before the Honorable Thomas P. Quinn at the Circuit Court of Cook County, 
Richard J. Daley Center, Chicago, IL, Courtroom 2410. If you agree with the 
settlement and wish to participate, you need do nothing other than submit 
your claim if you are not an active member of a BMG music club. You have 
a right to opt out of the Class, or to object to the fairness, reasonableness, 
and adequacy of the proposed settlement. To opt out of the Class, you must 
mail a Request for Exclusion to RO. Box 1674, Chicago, Illinois 60690- 
1674 postmarked no later than June 29, 2005. To object, you must state your 
reasons for objecting in writing, file your written objection no later than June 
29, 2005, with the Clerk of the Circuit Court of Cook County, Richard J. 
Daley Center, Room 802, Chicago, IL, and serve a copy by said date to each 
of the following: Class Counsel, Ben Bamow (at the address listed above) 
and Defense Counsel, Steven M. Hayes, Esq., Manatt, Phelps & Phillips, 
LLP, 7 Times Square, New York, NY 1 0036. 

This Notice is a summary only. For further information, including 
instructions for opting out, objecting, or, for those who are no longer 
an active member of a BMG music club, submitting a claim, visit the 
following website: http://www.bmgmusic.com/stelk/settlement.The 
detailed Notice and Settlement Agreement are posted on that site. 

PLEASE DO NOT CONTACT THE COURT 

By Order of the Honorable Thomas R Quiim, Judge of the Circuit Court of 
Cook County, Illinois, County Department, Chancery Division. 




The song remains the 
same — only this time the 
person singing it doesn't 
just look like a girl: 
Gcngras and Paynes 



n the dayA of my youth, I woa told what it meariA to be a man, 

yowls waifish Brooke Gengras, and 500 lesbians know exactly what she means 
(even if I do not). While thundersticks detonate behind her, Gengras goes on to 
relate how she's had her share of good times and her share of bad times, but she 
can't seem to manufacture any concern about the woman who left her for a brown- 
eyed man; here again, the lesbians seem to agree completely. On the other side of 
the stage, a woman named Steph Paynes is wearing dragon pants and carrying a Les Paul 
guitar and walking backward like Jimmy Page in The Song Remains the Same, although 
I don't recall being able to see Jimmy's black bra every time he reared his head back. Fifteen 



minutes from now. a woman in the audience will invade the stage 
and attempt to kiss Paynes, but Paynes will keep playing (in fact, 
she will play heavier). 

You get the impression this has happened before. 

We are inside the Supper Club in Times Square; there is a blizzard 
on the streets of Manhattan, but the amplifiers are melting inside. The 
club is hosting a semiprivate party for Showtime's lesbian soap opera 
TheL Word and for the relaunch of GO NYC magazine. We are expe- 
riencing the headline entertaiimient: Lez Zeppelin, an all-girl tribute 
to the greatest rock band ever to sing about The Hobbit. Tonight, Lez 
Zeppelin will play just four songs— "Good Times, Bad Times," "Black 
Dog," "Whole Lotta Love" (including the Theremin solo), and "Rock 
and Roll." Their replication of these songs is 80 percent flawless and 
99 percent awesome. They sound like what would've happened if 
Heart had somehow written four songs that were all better than 
"Barracuda." And there are a few jarring moments when it will feel 
like the most powerful all-female band in rock history is not the 
Runaways or L7 or Sleater-Kinney; it will feel like the most powerful 
all-female band in rock history is made up of four women playing 



cock rock to a room full of hard-drinking, cable-subscribing le.sbians. 
That might sound sexist (and perhaps it is), but it also might be true. 

The rise of bands like Lez Zeppelin is the kind of multilayered cul- 
tural phenomenon that would probably make Camille Paglia so ecstatic 
her brain would implode. That women can play music originally written 
and performed by men— and that they can play this music so fluently— 
should not surprise anyone. What makes it noteworthy is their choice to 
play this music, especially since the majority of successful female tribute 
bands gravitate toward the most masculine, misogynistic music in pop 
history. It all feels "political" somehow. Motley Criie glorified "Girls, 
Girls, Girls," and so does the all-girl Criie tribute Live Wire. Iron Maiden 
told mothers to bring their daughters to the slaughter, and L.A.'s Iron 
Maidens make the identical request. There is an all-girl Italian band 
called Kissexy that even includes a fifth member (she portrays replace- 
ment guitarist Vinnie Vincent), apparently so they can play the Kiss 
songs released after Ace Frehley quit in 1982, most notably "Lick It Up" 
(which is about licking) and "Fits Like a Glove" (which is not about 
gloves). And the question that might be even more compelling is why 
so many guys want to watch girls appropriating dude metal, particularly 
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"A lot of male farhs wanted to 
Aleep with Led Zeppelin. GuyA 
love that were girls; they can 
watch iLS and feel normal " 

since the feminine reinvention of a song like "Custard Pie" significantly 
alters how intimately male audiences can relate to its message. 
Steph Paynes thinks she has the answer. 

"I have this theory," she tells me a few weeks after the The L Word 
gig. "A contractor was going to do some work in my apartment, and I 
told him about our band. Well, he flipped out; he told me that he saw 
Zeppelin at Madison Square Garden in 1973. And this big contractor 
dude— this heavy-duty, heterosexual bricklayer— told me that Robert 
Plant was the only man he ever wanted to sleep with. My theory is that 
there were a lot of guys like this contractor: guys who were sexually 
turned on by Led Zeppelin, because Page and Plant were fucking beau- 
tiful. They were thin, they had long, flowing hair— they looked like girls. 
My theory is that a lot of male Zeppelin fans really did want to sleep 
with Led Zeppelin. So those kinds of guys love the fact that we're girls, 
because they can watch us play those songs and still feel normal. They 
can actually go there in their mind without freaking themselves out." 

Perhaps this phenomenon is a little less poUtical than it seems. 

We've had to kick guys out of our shows for jacking 
off," Nici "Riff" Williams tells me, and I am not sur- 
prised. Williams plays bass in AC/DShe, and she 
enjoys recounting this story. "He wasn't just kicked 
out, but physically dragged out— in a daze— by guys 
who were a little bit more testosterone-driven than he was. We were 
playing in Folsom, California, north of Sacramento. The venue has a 
balcony, and I guess this guy was sitting right above the stage, jack- 
ing off. One of the security guards saw him and started to kick his ass. 
He ended up getting dragged out of the place with his pants dovra." 

I am speaking with both Williams and Amy "Bonny Scott" Ward, 
the founding members of San Francisco's best-known, all-female trib- 
ute to pre-1980 AC/DC. Unlike many of their tribute peers, AC/DShe 
is not a collection of career musicians who decided to scrap their orig- 
inal bands in the hope of making more money as begrudging copy- 
cats; AC/DShe is the only hand Williams and Ward have ever played 
in. Williams, in fact, had never even picked up a bass until she 
thought up the name AC/DShe and decided the group needed to 




exist. It is not that these women merely love AC/DC— they feel a 
responsibility to make AC/DC more popular. This is their religion. 

"Out ultimate goal is to spread the gospel of AC/DC," explains Ward. 
"We are trying to turn people on to AC/DC. A lot of young kids come to 
our shows. They've never seen AC/DC, but they've grown up on 
AC/DC because of their parents. There's nothing cooler than playing 
to a shitload of kids in the front row— kids who are nine or ten, wearing 
AC/DC shirts, singing all the words. I know that sounds fucking corny, 
but it's cool. The second goal is to eventually meet AC/DC. I mean, if 
we could meet AC/DC, then we've achieved everything. And being in 
this band gives them a reason to want to meet us. Otherwise, we're just 
a couple of bimbos going to an AC/DC show, trying to make it back- 
stage. This is the proper way to meet your heroes." 

AC/DShe's motivations are both modest (i.e., meeting a popular 
rock band) and abstract (making one of the world's most 
popular bands more popular). This curious brand of pragmatism is 
probably central to their success— and within the limited confines of 
the tribute idiom, AC/DShe are about as successful as possible. They 
have played to 5,000 people in Chicago and more than 10,000 mis- 
creants at biker rallies; they've been flown to Wales to perform at 
AC/DC's Big Ball, a festival celebrating the music of Australia's most 
precious metal. Curiously, they are not the only all-female AC/DC 
tribute in America; there are at least four others, and Seattle's Hell's 
Belles are (arguably) as famous as AC/DShe. Yet Hell's Belles are not 
AC/DShe's main musical rivals, even though they should be. 
AC/DShe's main musical rival are Zepparella. 

As you may have guessed, Zepparella is another all-female 
Zeppelin tribute. The women who originally portrayed lead guitarist 
Agnes Young and drummer Phyllis Rudd started Zepparella while 
still in AC/DShe. It is a complicated situation: They also play in an 
original band called Bottom, which has opened shows for Zepparella 
and AC/DShe. They wanted to tour with Bottom while remaining in 
AC/DShe, which Williams and Ward saw as unacceptable. Both 
women were reticent to discuss this (unique) rivalry, but it's clear that 
some feelings remain bruised. 

"The one thing that I will say." Ward adds, "is that we've always 
been on the up-and-up with those girls. We had been playing with 
them for three years, and it was great. Zepparella is a completely dif- 
ferent thing and a completely different audience. But I do think it's 
really hard when your Angus Young is also Jimmy Page. I think the 
image we portray— the idea that we're doing this simply because we're 
huge .^C/DC fans-would have been tarnished a little bit." 

Ward's argimient is that someone wanting to simultane- 
ously play in an AC/DC and a Led Zeppelin tribute is pre- 
cisely what she hates about other cover bands: that they're 

not serious about the music 
they lionize and that it's sim- 
ply a financial decision. 
Ward and Williams (along 
with AC/DShe rhythm gui- 
tarist Sara "Mallory Young" 
Brownell) remain focused on 
' what they feel is most impor- 
tant: delivering dirty deeds at 
cut-rate prices and consis- 
tently re-creating Bon Scott's 
last night on earth. 

AC/DShe may be better at 
drinking like AC/DC than they 
are at sounding like AC/DC. 
Their rider requests almost 
nothing beyond Budweiser 
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and Maker's Mark, which they guzzle throughout their performances. 
Williams notes that there is no bass line during the first and second 
verse of "Highway to Hell," thereby allowing her to shotgun two beers 
during one song ("That's kind of my bass solo," she says). These are, 
in many ways, the kind of women who male AC/DC fans dream about 
meeting. And though that is not AC/DShe's singular aspiration, it's not 
something they're ashamed of. 

"Some other tribute acts do take this all-girl thing to a totally different 
level," Ward says. "We were never trying to be political. We would never 
say, 'We're chicks and we can rock too!' I mean, of course chicks can 
rock. But there are other all-girl bands where that is absolutely their 
agenda, and they're feminists and they make feminist statements. We've 
been asked to play at poUtical events and to do fundraisers, but we 
always say no. Our agenda is to have no agenda. Rock'n'roll has nothing 
to do vidth politics. Even if we agree with the politics, we still refuse to do 
those events, because AC/DC would never do anything like that." 

Seven years before he sired the fourth-most famous 
Stroke, Albert Hammond released a song about how it never 
rains in Southern California; according to Hammond's par- 
adoxical lyrics, it actually pours. And it is pouring tonight in 
Los Angeles as I walk toward Club Vodka to see Cheap 
Chick, SoCal's finest (and presumably only) all-female Cheap Trick 
tribute. I am not sure what they will look like, but they are easy to spot: I 
see four women freaking out over a Nissan minivan, and one of them is 
wearing a New York Yankees baseball cap and checkerboard sneakers. I 
walk over to say hello and anticipate meeting four 25-year-old ironists, 
but that's not whom I encounter. The reason they are freaking out over 
this minivan is that someone just gave it to them. It was a gift from 
Nissan, and it's precisely the kind of gift they need. 



"If we could meet AC/DC, then 
weve achieved everything. And 
being in thiA band giveA them a 
reoAon to want to meet ua!' 

You see. Cheap Chick are soccer moms. 

Well, not all of them, I suppose; only two of them have kids. 
However, everybody in Cheap Chick is a littie older— and a little more 
sensible— than 1 expected. "I'm Kristi and I'm 41, and I'm proud of 
being forty-fucking-one," says Kristi Callan, lead singer and mother of 
two. "I play Robbin' Zander, and I also edit books for money. I do 
whatever I can to make money." 

It seems that someone from Nissan is a fan of Cheap Chick, so he 
decided to give them a Nissan Quest as an innovative form of viral 
marketing: He apparently hopes to rebrand the concept of soccer 
moms into the hipper category of rocker moms. The members of 
Cheap Chick seemed like ideal candidates for such an evolution. 
"Nissan's target market is active moms," says bassist Pamela "Pam 
Cheatersson" Moore, who also has two children. "They want to 
appeal to the kind of woman who would be in a rock band. We're 
not unusual for a band, but we're unusual for moms." As such, the 
members of Cheap Chick now share a complimentary $30,000 vehi- 
cle that would be perfect for touring, if they did, in fact, tour. Which, 
of course, is something they can't really do, because somebody has 
to drag the kids to soccer practice twice a week. It's a vicious circle. 

Moore is the reason Cheap Chick became a reality; the band was 
her idea, and she handles all the publicity and booking. "My talent 
does not lie with being a phenomenal bass player," she says. "My 
true talent is talking people into doing stupid things." 

All four members of Cheap Chick had previous careers in music. 
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Girls got rhythm: Clockwise from above, Williams plays her 
unique "Highway to Hell" solo; Young regrets forgetting her 
narcolepsy medication; fans indicate how many more beers 
they have to drink before they're "totally wasted"; a gig flyer 



bill all four now hold day jobs. During the 1980s, Callan 
was in a Bangles-esque group called Wednesday Week, 
who were briefly labelniates with tlie likes of Poison on 
Enigma Records. In the '90s, drummer Judy Cocuzza 
played with the cartoonish. all-girl punk-metal outfit 
Betty Blowtorch (in Cheap Chick, she calls herself 
Bunni Carlos— a play on Cheap Trick's Bun E. Clarlos 
that can only be appreciated on paper). Guitarist Robin 
Beacham is both thecjuiete.st and sexiest member of the band, and inad- 
vertently the most confusing: Because her real first name is Robin, 
people always assume she portrays singer Robin Zander, even though 
she actually portrays Rick Nielsen, or "Chick Nielsen." This is the kind 
of dilemma nontribute acts never have to worry about. Beacham joined 
Cheap Chick after declining an opportunity to personify Tony lommi in 
the all-female Black Sabbath tribute Mistress of Reality. 

Perhaps because of their ages— or maybe just because of their collec- 
tive worldview— Cheap Chick seem detached from all the gender-based 
questions that typically hound any group of women who play music 
created by men. Though they concede that part of their audience sim- 
ply wants to watch hot women playing rock music, they find that 
neither interesting nor insulting. "Growing up, I never thought that I 
was a girl playing the drums and that there were also guys who played 
the drums," claims Cocuzza. "I always just thought, 'I play the dnmis.' 
It took me a long time to realize that everybody else thinks I'm a girl. 
I mean, I'm aware that I'm a girl, but it never made a difference to me." 

That's a good attitude, especially since Club Vodka is (more or 
less) a strip club. The bar features two stages: one for Cheap Chick 
and one for cheap chicks. I assume the strippers will take a break 
during Cheap Chick's set, but they do not; they inexplicably per- 
form tHroughout the entire concert. It's a confounding dissonance; 
While one woman rips through the solo to "Southern Girls" and 
flicks guitar picks into a mixed audience of 150, another woman 
(who, it turns out, is a Southern girl from Alabama) uses those same 
riffs to slither like a python against a cold metallic pole. During 
"He's a Whore," a brunette stripper jumps on the main stage and 
tries to molest a visibly uncomfortable Beacham, forcing the gui- 
tarist to constantly flee the dancer's ridiculously fake breasts. The 
rest of the band finds this hilarious. It's almost like a bachelorette 
party, except the soundtrack is power pop. 

Cheap Chick close the night with "Surrender" and "Dream Police," 
both of which the crowd loves. Outside on Melrose Avenue, it's stiU 
pouring. It's a good thing that Nissan has antilock brakes. 



The first night I watch Lez Zeppelin perform, I presume they 
are all lesbians. This seems like a valid assumption, inas- 
much as (a) they were performing at a party for the The L 
Word, and (b) they are in a band called Lez Zeppelin. After 
I interview the band in a Manhattan rehearsal space, I 
decide that my initial math was wrong; I decide that two of them are les- 
bians and two are not. When I see them a third time, I realize that three 
of them are totally straight (and at least two are totally married). In 
fact, they might all be straight, for all I know. This is their "mystery," 
much like the way the real Led Zeppelin refused to admit whether 
they had sold their souls to the devil in order to receive supernatural 
rocking power and/or a higher royalty rate from Atlantic Records. 

"Definitely maybe not," says dnmimer Wendy Kidd when I first ask 
if Lez Zeppelin are predominantly homosexual. "But maybe. Or 
maybe not. Actually, I had to have a sex change to join this band." 

As it turns out, the name Lez Zeppelin is a marketing tool. According 
to the band, it was simply the cleverest linguistic manipulation they 
could think of. However, it's clear that Paynes— a former rock waiter- 
understands exactly what she is doing. "[Our gender] is definitely an 
important part of what we do, but it doesn't necessarily have anything 
to do with us being lesbians," she says. "There is certainly some unusual 

powor in thfi idoa of girl.<; playing this particular music, and that 
doesn't have anything to do with whether those girls are gay or straight. 
It's just the profound intensity of females playing cock rock." 

Because Lez Zeppelin live in New York City, they exist in some- 
thing of a bubble and don't face much artistic opposition. On the West 
Coast, Cheap Chick and AC/DShe are surrounded by the hordes of 
tribute acts (both male and female] that now dominate the Sunset 
Strip; on the night 1 saw Cheap Chick, the opening band was Nirvana 
tribute Penny Royal— and both were competing against nearby shows 
by Skid Row tribute Monkey Business, Black Sabbath tribute Wicked 
World, ELP tribute Knife Edge, and Rolling Stones tribute Sticky 
Fingers. This is not the case in New York, where the scene is less visi- 
ble. Paynes found Kidd by placing an ad in Drummer Gir/ magazine; 
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in a bizarre case of serendipity, Kidd had just given up on forming an 
original band and locked herself inside a studio, hoping to learn John 
Bonham's drum fills. Paynes had already hooked up with Lisa 
Brigantino, who— weirdly— played bass, organ, and mandolin, the 
same instruments John Paul Jones played in Zeppelin. What's even 
more coincidental is that Brigantino delivers the kind of droll com- 
mentary you'd expect to hear from John Paul Jones, that is, if JPJ 
weren't British and possessed ovaries: She is entirely professional 
and relentlessly understated. 

'When Steph told me about her idea to play this music— which I 
was familiar with, but not to the extent of the other three— it intrigued 
me, and it seemed like a challenge," Brigantino says, slightly bored 
by the question. "It seemed like a way to increase my musicianship, 
and it created an opportunity to play several instnmients every night. 
Historically, women in rock are rarely seen as instrumentalists, and 
that is what we're trying to achieve. These songs are intricate and 
heavy and wonderful to play. As someone who grew up playing a lot 
of different instruments, I caught a lot of flak from guys and always 
felt this pressure to prove myself, simply because I was a woman and 
no one expected me to be any good." 

As Brigantino explains her motives for reinventing "Trampled 
Underfoot" for audiences who reflexively adore the original, the 
meaning of Lez Zeppelin (once again] starts to seem philosophical; 
she is trying to prove a point, and that point is tangibly tied to her fem- 



Mommy';, .ill riylil 
Cheap Chick's Nielsen and 
Zander: a flyer parodies one of 
Rick Nielsen's signature guitars; 
bassist Cheatersson with family 



ininity. So maybe this trend does mean something; maybe all-female 
tribute bands really are political. But then I start chatting with Lez 
Zeppelin singer Brooke Gengras, and I realize I may be overthinking 
all of this. There is a point to Lez Zeppelin, but it has nothing to do 
with the Lez and everything to do with the Zeppelin. 

"This band is just so fun, and it's because I fucking love Led 
Zeppelin, man." Gengras calls herself "Roberta Plant" and wears '86 
Air Jordans. If asked to describe her enthusiasm, the key modifier 
would be unbridled. "I mean, I fucking love John Bonham, but I'm 
never gonna get to play with him, and my other band isn't going to 
sit around and play fucking Zeppelin covers all night, so fuck it." 

Her other band is called Rider (and they used to be called Easy), but 
this ride is easier. All she has to do is sing the songs that changed her 
life. And if men (or women) want to watch her do that simply because 
she's a woman, that's fine; being a woman doesn't have any impact on 
why she loves Physical Graffiti and In Through the Out Door. 

"Actually, the hardest thing is just memorizing the lyrics," she says. 
"When I was learning 'Stairway to Heaven,' I had to close my eyes £md 
create this entire movie in my head— I had to come up with this entire 
visual fucking thing, just so I could fucking remember all six verses 
of this weird-ass shit. I had to look up hedgerow in the dictionary." 

Well, so did the rest of us. ■ 
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More evidence that girls are really good at faking it 



Black Diamond 

From: Cincinnati Members: Shannon Stanley, 
Tonya Criss, Jendell, the Goddess of Thunder 
How devoted to Kiss are they? "I had Gene 
Simmons sign my boob, then had that tat- 
tooed on," says Jendell. 'Then [Ace Frehley 
replacement guitarist] Tommy Thayer signed 
the other one, which I also got tattooed." 




The Ramonas 

From: London Members: Cloey, Rohnny, 
Pee Pee, and Margy Ramona 
Why copy the Ramones? "Their tunes are 
brilliant, and I love that they were so dys- 
functional and everybody was a cartoon, " 
says Cloey. "Our music is the same, but we 
add skimpy clothing and a bit of flesh." 



The Ms. Fits 

From: Los Angeles Members: Gwenn 
Standzbig, Mary Only, Codeine, Doylle 
What's the scene like at a Ms. Fits show? 
"The fans are pretty overzealous," says 
Standzbig. "But I get a big kick out of the 
other bands we play with. Some take it 
very seriously. " 




ByCarynGanz 



ost people assume the 

Pacific Northwest is 
shrouded in overcast, 
rainy skies. In truth, the 
showers come in drizzly 



fits and starts that roll in several times a day and 
then quietly vanish, often giving way to timid sun- 
shine. Locals don't tend to carry umbrellas, but 
Sleater-Kiimey singer/guitarist Carrie Brownstein 
always packs a knit hat. Just in case. • Brownstein 
picks me up at my hotel in her sUver Audi wagon, 
journeying over to this drearily misty side of 
Portland's Willamette River from the sunny east 

side, where she, singer/guitarist Corin Tucker, and drummer Janet 
Weiss live. All three Sleaters drive station wagons— sensible vehicles 
for an extremely sensible band, the type of band that likes to be in bed 
by 11 P.M., and after 11 years together (nine with Weiss), still takes a 
very hands-on approach to even the most microscopic career details, 
all the way down to checkbook balancing. 

But the trio has had an unnerving past year. After nearly a decade 
of stability, both their longtime publicist and booking agent retired, 
basically dissolving the band's business operation. America remained 
at war, and President Bush was reelected (the band spoke out in oppo- 
sition to the administration). And while a rotro-rock revival thrust gui- 
tar-based music back into the spotlight, Sleater-Kinney, who had 
made some of the most thrilling guitar rock of the '90s, were bored of 
their sound and their practical, organized worldview. 

"I was sick of us," says Brownstein, 30. "We needed to be shaken 
up, we needed to just wake up in the morning and not feel like we 
were going to do the same thing." 

The "same thing" included six critically acclaimed albums, from 
their jarring, self-titled 1995 debut to the 1997 masterwork Dig Me 
Out to 2002's biting 9/11 response One Beat. Their tours were sue- 




"We don't make 
music that's 
about I'm a 
girl and cheery 
and happy.'" 







After a storied history as beloved feminist 
rock icons, Sleater-Kinney were restless 
and uninspired. So they dismantled their 
sound and recorded the most anarchic album 
of their career. Was the struggle worth it? 
Photographs by Chris McPherson 
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Tucker Drives Volvo, loves Marshall Tucker 
(not the band), thinks glass is half-full 



Brownstein: Drives Audi, hates fake Gang of 
Fours, thinks glass is half-empty 



Weiss: Drives Volvo, thinks Keith Moon 
is God, smashes glass 



cessful and they had ferociously loyal fans, many of whom saw them 
as feminist heroes. But everything about Sleater-Kinney had always 
been tightly focused, and now they were feeling suffocated. So they 
left the small punk label Kill Rock Stars and joined semi-indie pow- 
erhouse Sub Pop (which is 49 percent owned by Warner Bros.). They 
hired a new producer, Dave Fridmann (the Flaming Lips, Mercury 
Rev), and yanked themselves out of their comfort zone to record their 
seventh album, The Woods, in the wilds of western New York. They 
also remade their sound as a raw, pointed squall that meanders 
in and out of jolting moments of fuzzy improvisation 

"Maybe you'll never feel settled when you're listen- 
ing to The Woods," Brownstein says over SpanisI: 
coffee, a caffeine and alcohol concoction that 
makes her wince with each sip. To discuss the 
album, Brownstein has brought me to Ruber's, 
the oldest restaurant in Portland, a grand 
room with a gilded ceiling and a bartender 
who sets ablaze our drinks with a flourish of 
his wrist. "I was in the Gap recently and 
Interpol was playing, and I was, like, I couldn't 
be more happy that we just made a record that 
will never be played in the Gap." 

From its knives-out lyrics to its brutal sonic 
palette. The Woods is potentially, even intention- 
ally, alienating: Tucker's singing is wildly insistent, 
Weiss' fills are thunderous and harried, and 
Brownstein's riffs are aggressively dissonant. The Woods' first 
single is the biting "Entertain," about which Brownstein has penned 
an explanation in her often inscrutable, academic style, scribbled on 
the back of a page torn from The New Yorker. A linguistics major, 
she communicates in almost studiously constructed sentences and 
seems acutely aware of how her words might be interpreted. 

"This is what I wrote down," she begins. "Artificiality versus 
authenticity. Mimicry versus strong influence. ...If politics and vio- 
lence and personal tragedy and our news and art is all entertaiiunent, 
then everything is on the same level." She later calls out a more spe- 
cific source of her ire— contemporary bands that use nostalgia "like a 
whore," as she spits on "Entertain." "People just suck it up, like, "Man, 
I miss the late '70s.' Have you listened to a Gang of Four song recently? 




These new bands sound like Gang of Four— if Gang of Four sucked." 

The follovraig afternoon. Tucker, 32, transports me in her sturdy blue 
Volvo wagon to the city's legendarUy gargantuan bookshop, Powell's, 
and echoes her bandmate's sentiments. "From the beginning, this has 
been about making something that's not concerned with pleasing other 
people. Music that's not about, 'I'm a girl and cheery and happy.'" 

Though Brownstein's rigorously thoughtful front makes her difficult 
to read. Tucker is more open, favoring a kind of free-form self-analysis. 
"I've come into my own, and I'm more in my skin than I've ever 
been. I'm waking up and feeling really alive, proud of my 
body and this amazing thing that I can do with it," 

Tucker says, her wide eyes moving from a spot on 
tlie ceiling to meet mine. Four years ago she mar- 
ried filmmaker Lance Bangs and had a son, 
Marshall Tucker Bangs (half-jokingly named 
after the Marshall Tucker Band), whom 
Brownstein is currently babysitting. "Birth is 
an intense thing to go through, and it often 
brings out a lot of stuff that has aU been locked 
in you. I was a wreck for about six months." 
It was the band's close-knit, familial loyalty 
that held them together during that difficult 
period in 2001, when Tucker cared for her nine- 
weeks-premature son while cowriting One Beat. 
Uespite their new preference for reckless, artistic 
uplit-ax al, they still ardently protect their privacy, excis- 
ing a fundamental piece of Sleater-Kinney lore when recount- 
ing the band's history— the fact that Tucker and Brownstein dated 
during the band's early days. They sidestep any suggestion that their 
romantic involvement had any influence on their legendarily intense 
relationship songs. 

The two met in 1992 while students at Evergreen State College in 
Olympia, Washington, when Brownstein was a member of the snarly 
trio Excuse 17, and Tucker fronted the lo-fi, thrashy Heavens to Betsy. 
Brownstein had grown up in Seattle and developed a passion for 
guitar while attending a sort of real-life rock'n'roll high school (her 
classmates included Pretty Girls Make Graves' Andrea ZoUo, Sunny 
Day Real Estate's Jeremy Enigk, and Modest Mouse's Dann Gallucci). 
Tucker came of age in Eugene, Oregon, admiring Sinead O'Connor 
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and Aretha Franklin, before she made the move to Olympia. The 
pair's casual side-project became a full-fledged obsession during a 
1993 trip to Australia that followed Tucker's graduation from 
Evergreen (Brownstein remained a student for three more years). But 
after recording two albums and touring with different drummers, 
they still lacked a permanent third member. Weiss, a no-nonsense, 
Hollywood-born former ad-agency art buyer who'd picked up the 
drmns on a whim at age 22, auditioned for the spot in 1996. 

"She came over to my cruimny little basement, and she had learned 
all the songs from [the band's second album,] Call the Doctor," Tucker 
says. "She just blew us away." The addition of the pounding, Keith 
Moon-idolizing Weiss came just before Dig Me Out, a collection of 
breakup laments, feminist anthems, and songs about simply loving 
rock'n'roll, catapulted Sleater-Kinney far beyond the security of their 
hometown scene. They began to seU out theaters rather than clubs. 
Critic Greil Marcus proclaimed them "America's best rock band" in 
Time magazine. "I've never seen a band go from selling 10,000 to 
20,000 records to selling 100,000 records without freaking out about 
the attention," says Kill Rock Stars founder Slim Moon. "Starting 
then, and throughout the rest of the '90s, Sleater-Kinney were more 
critically acclaimed than anybody besides Radiohead, so the nature 
of the attention put them on the spot." 

"We started to feel a little overwhehned," Brownstein says. "I also 
remember feeling a little guilt because bands from here don't do this. 
During riot grrrl, there was the press/media blackout [instigated in 
the early '90s as a reaction to media distortions of the young, radical 
feminist scene). I definitely felt that we were going against the grain." 
As Tucker explains, "Suddenly we were popular and successful, and 
I wasn't really that social as a person, and there were these people 
coming up to me, like, "I love you,' or 'This happened to me, and your 
music did this for me.' I didn't know how to handle it." 

Weiss also struggled to penetrate Tucker and Brownstein's musical 
partnership. "There were a lot of factors involved with my trying to 
integrate into the band," Weiss, 39, says by phone from Belgium, 
where she is touring with Quasi, the organ/drums duo she founded 
eight years ago with ex-husband Sam Coomes. "Part of it was their 
really intense friendship and connection. They do seem a Uttle bit like 
soulmates when you hang around and play music with them." 

After 2002's One Bea<— Sleater-Kinney's "overtly political record." 
as Brownstein says— the band's interests and experiences broadened. 
They became drawn to the mind-bending sounds of classic rockers 
Pink Floyd and Deep Purple, and they went out on an arena tour, open- 
ing for longtime admirers and Pacific Northwest neighbors Pearl Jam. 

"It suddenly made us, ten years into our careers, have to prove it 
every single night," Brownstein says. "I would literally watch a cou- 
ple eating a hotdog and be like, 'If they set that hotdog down and 
look at me, then we have played a good show,'" says Brownstein. 
"We would jam into 'Dig Me Out,' and it was in that moment that 
people started watching us, and it felt amazing." 

By the time the band .stepped into the .studio with Fridmann. Weiss 




Corin Tucker, Carrie Brownstein, Janet Weiss, 

age three age seven age seven 



had firmly nudged them toward a more improvised approach. "You 
have to learn how to hear what's in your head and translate that and 
think quickly," Weiss says. "It's not always about planning everything 
out note for note." Says Brownstein: "If I'm the glass is half-empty and 
Corin 's the glass is half-full, Janet smashes the glass." 

Brownstein especially cuts loose on The Woods, bathing herself in 
feedback and stepping out front to solo on virtually every track. 
Tucker doesn't hold back either, howling with frantic abandon on the 
opener "The Fox" and the spazzy space-out "Let's Call It Love," strain- 
ing her voice to almost uncomfortable levels. "I've always loved 
Corin's vocals, but I've never felt so happy to be in a band with a 




Show us your riffs: Brownstein and Tuclter storm Texas in March 



singer that not everyone likes," Brownstein says. "Thank God people 
are going to think she's annoying." Says Tucker, growing a bit sensi- 
tive at the memory of recording: "My vocals are desperate and weird- 
sounding, which Dave really pushed for." 

"We were all pretty ruthless," Weiss says. "I was being bossy, and 
Corin got flustered and was totally like, 'Back off!' Two seconds later, 
she thought up the vocals to 'Let's Call It Love,' and I was like. 'See! It 
works! The more I irritate you, the better you gel.'" Fridmann trusted 
that the band could handle such confrontations. "I think a lot of the 
guy bands have more closed lines of communication," he says, "and 
Sleater-Kinney are open with each other and respect each other 
enough to say what they thought and deal with it right then." 

Although the band met its goal of generating ten unruly tracks for 
The Woods, the recording took its toll. "I honesfly do play like it's the 
last show every time," Weiss says. "There's no fooling around, think- 
ing we'll be a band for another ten years. It's the personal stuff that's 
most precarious for us." 

Sleater-Kinney often talk about injecting artistic chaos into their 
normally rational lives as if it's just another delay pedal for a guitar. 
And if there's a way to control such unstable creative energy by 
merely thinking about it a lot, they may have achieved a scientific 
breakthrough. The real test, however, will be whether their some- 
what intellectualized disruptions can continue without tearing them 
apart personally. 

"On this record there's such a sense of clawing through something 
dark, just wanting to come out the other side with any kind of clarity," 
Brownstein says. "I think it's important to have those journeys." 

On The Woods track "Jimipers," the band sings about being on the 
brink, trying to decide if going any further is worth the risk. "Don't push 
me, I am not okay," they warn, before the song broods and builds to a 
screeching halt. Getting to the edge has been a breakthrough for Sleater- 
Kinney. But how far can they go without pushing themselves over? ■ 
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CHARLES AARON: So how did everyone feel about the atmosphere 
of the festival this year? 

CHUCK KLOSTERMAN: It's pretty clear that many, many more peo- 
ple are attending, but the festival has no ability to expand the num- 
ber of venues. Three years ago I don't remember lines for anything. 
Then last year there were lines for Franz Ferdinand, these really 
high-profile shows. And this year there was a two-hour line for 
Stephen Malkmus, which was strange. It's weird that the music 
industry is always supposed to be in this crisis, but there are more 
and more people down there. 

MELISSA MAERZ: But it seems like they were working things dif- 
ferently with the venues. Because when the Polyphonic Spree 
were the big band of 2003, they played the Austin Music Hall, 
where a ton of people could go. Now they have M.I.A., and they're 
putting her in this tiny little club. It's fostering this exclusivity 
where people can't get in, so it seems cooler than it is. 
MARC SPITZ: Malkmus was playing in, like, a restaurant. On the 
floor. The thing I noticed most this year was that everybody was 
always making time at the designated show for the supposed next 
big thing. Like, they're all at Kaiser Chiefs. And that's why there 
was a line that stretched into Arizona. 

AARON: But then, aren't people who don't get in just rambling 
around discovering smaller things that they don't know about? 
KLOSTERMAN: That actually happened to me. The best band I saw 
was called the Sword, this metal band from Austin. They're sort 
of like Black Sabbath Vol. 4, sort of like early Prong, sort of like 

Iron Maiden. Thoir guitar player looks exactly like Garth from 

Wayne's World. And I saw them after I saw Dead Meadow, and 
Dead Meadow should be like them, because Dead Meadow is not 
heavy enough to play as slow as they play. Whereas this band 
played as heavy, but really fast. You know how Indians used to 
hunt buffalo by forcing them off a cliff, and they'd fall to the rocks? 
That's kind of what they sound like. Kind of like a bunch of bison 
being pushed over a cliff. 

DOUG BROD: I had a similar revelation. I was walking on Sixth 
Street, the main drag, and in one of the windows I noticed these 
guys who looked like the cavemen from that comic strip B.C., play- 
ing this crazy Ramones/Dead Boys/Stooges punk metal. Leather 
jackets, bandannas tied around their knees— a total throwback. I 
heard them playing from the street, so I walked in. They were 
called Cheerleader 666, from Toronto. I had no idea who they were, 
and I was pretty much blown away. I bought a CD. 
ADRIENNE DAY: Wolfmother were kind of great. They were this 
sludgy, heady psych-rock band from Australia. 
PETER GASTON: The fire marshals were there; they wouldn't let 
me in. 

AARON: For Wolfmother?! 

GASTON: I swear; there were all these people with badges forming 
a wall in front of the club. And we just stood there, listening from 
the street. 

BROD: I liked Electric Eel Shock, a three-piece Japanese punk 
band. The drummer plays with four sticks, and he had them all 
between different fingers! He was naked except for a sock on his 
dick. They were totally manic, hitting themselves on the head with 
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Gig time: (1) Giant Drag's Annie Hardy; (2) the Cribs attempt to 
maintain their dignity in Urban Outfitters' swimwear section; 
(3) the Donnas' Allison Rot>ertson; (4) Todd Lewis of the Burden 
Brothers calls, yet there is little response; (5) Sri Lankan MC 
M.I. A. moves another crowd thiit could fit into her tour bus 





their guitars. It was loud and crazy. The songs aren't quite there 
yet, but the energy is. 

MAERZ: The Vacation played at Jackalope, which is probably the 
crappiest dive bar down there. The singer was like. Here's Rock 
Frontman History 101. He's doing Stooges stuff, doing Rolling 
Stones stuff. Throwing his microphone around, spitting beer. But it 
seemed like a commentary on it, too. People were eating it up. I 
saw a guy get out of that show and do 12 cartwheels down the street 
SARAH LEWrriNN: Literally? 
MAERZ: Literally 

BROD: Marc and 1 were at the Billy Idol and Donnas show the first 
night, and this band called the Burden Brothers were on earlier. 
Their singer used to be in the Toadies, a grungy '90s band I love. 
SPITZ: But the Burden Brothers are like a Sunset Strip metal band. 
It looked like they were auditioning to open for Velvet Revolver— 
the Toadies guy must be following the Scott WeUand template. He's 
doing that snaky hip thing, with this H&M chick's blouse on his 
skinny rocker's body. And he keeps singing the verse and then 
sticking the mic into the audience for the chorus. And nobody 
knows what to say. We don't know the song, and he's like, "Sing 
it." It was intense bravado and stupidity at the same time. 
MAERZ: Everyone knew all the words at the United State of 
Electronica show. 

SPITZ: Maybe they planted people in the audience. 

BROD: When I went to see Aqueduct, this too-precious quirky 



"The weirdest combination of acts I 
saw was in the middle of the afternoon: 
MF Doom, followed by Helmet. I'm 
guessing this was because MF Doom 
wears a kind of he\met"-chuck Kiosterman 



pop group I had never heard before, at least three-quarters of the 
audience knew every word to every song. 

CARYN GANZ: Aren't they the ones who have the approval of Death 
Cab for Cutie? 

BROD: Yeah, they're on Barsuk, Death Cab's old label. 
GANZ: That's why people knew about them. 

LEW1TINN: Did anyone see Smoosh? They're two little blonde girls 
who are, like, 11 and 13, and the drummer gets lessons from the 
drummer in Death Cab. They look like miniature Gwyneth 
Paltrows. But the audience was all dudes. 

GASTON: Yeah, I felt a Uttle uncomfortable when I went to see them. 
KLOSTERMAN: The weirdest combination of acts I saw was in the 
middle of the afternoon, Thursday: MF Doom, followed by Helmet. 
I'm guessing this was because MF Doom wears a kind of helmet. 
GANZ: I thought some of the bands were so ridiculously overstyled 
to be playing in the middle of the afternoon— in Texas, in that heat. 
I was actually glad to see bands like the Hold Steady and the 
Paybacks, who looked like regular people who just happen to play 
in a band. 

AARON: The singer for Louis XIV had his leather jacket zipped up 
to his chin, and it was, like, 80 degrees. His $300 rooster mullet 
haircut was wilting, and he's singing about how all these girls are 
gonna service him. It was a little much. 

SPITZ: See, I'd rather hang out with somebody like that than the 
whole indie-rock clique. 

MAERZ: I don't know. I waited in line for the M.I.A. show for about 
an hour, and I got in such a bad mood that I went over to that Hold 
Steady show, and it was such a great antidote to the bullshit. 
AARON: That's what Coachwhips were like. They were the last 
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show I saw on Saturday night, and they played on the patio out in 
front of this club, so people were literally shoulder-to-shoulder with 
them, crowded all around in a clump. And they were playing this 
insanely primitive punk rock. The singer was falling all over the 
place, and he had this hilariously fucked-up mic... 
QANZ: He had a telephone receiver attached to his mic, I think. And 
the crowd's pushing him and he's pushing back. There was glass 
breaking everywhere. And they said it was the new drummer's first 
show with them. They kept making jokes about how he didn't know 
the songs. But it didn't matter, the way their songs are. 
BROD: One thing that was weird was going to Urban Outfitters early 
one afternoon to see the Cribs, a British three-piece that's like a junior 
Libertines. But peppier. And they played in front of the bikinis in the 
front of the store, right against the window. They had a huge crowd 
there, and then Bloc Party were up next. 



accountant with a bad comb-over, but it was supposed to be ironic. 
He made these weird, pained faces that had nothing to do with any- 
thing. It was like Blur if they were spastic and had no songs. 
SPITZ: Is this British "Next Big Thing" phenomenon gonna be over 
soon? It's like, here's the next one— Goldie Lookin Chain! 
BROD: I thought they were hysterical. 
SPITZ: But they're not the next big thing. 

BROD: No, but they know what they're doing. Their songs are really 
funny, and the backing tracks are amusing. 

AARON: I guess they're amusing if you wanna see a Welsh wigger 
sketch-comedy troupe. It's just more white guys wearing sweat suits 
who can't rap but get a lot of attention from rock magazines. 
SPITZ: Some of the Goldie Lookin Chain guys don't suck. Some of 
them actually are really good. 

AARON: Well, if you don't know anything about hip-hop, they don't 




AARON: I saw Man Man there, a great jazzy noise band— they have 
different instruments for almost every song. 
LEWITINN: They're like insane pirates. 

AARON: Yeah, and they were all wearing white, sweating through 
their clothes, in front of the swimsuits. One of the guys grabbed a 
sun hat and put it on. 

GANZ: I think South by Southwest shattered the illusion of bands for 
me, because I watched about 700 of them setting up. I think I watched 
more bands set up than I heard. I watched all these bands have tech- 
nical difficulties and unplug and replug every wire in their setup 
more than anything else. 

AARON: I watched Maximo Park, another one of these British new- 
wave bands, sound-check forever. I'd heard the record, and it 
didn't make much of an impression, but I thought I'd give them a 
chance. They were such pretentious twits. The singer looked like an 
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suck. It's just the same lame tongue-in-cheek routine— they can't 
be bothered to learn how to really rap, so they just act like clovras 
and make fun of the whole thing. 

BROD: You can't fault them for making fun of a genre. I mean, the 
Darkness sort of make fun of metal. They're still a good band. 
AARON: The Darkness can really piay metal. 
GANZ: Did you guys see any other hip-hop? Because I did not. 
AARON: Actually, this was the year when hip-hop was everywhere, and 
the majority of it was from Texas, mostly from Houston, which is maybe 
the hottest scene in the country. And that's never been the case before; 



most of the showcases have been indie backpacker stuff, like Def Jux. 
And this year there were a ton of Houston rap shows-Slim Thug, Devin 
the Dude, Bun B, Pctul Wall, Swishahouse, Mike Jones. 
GASTON: What were the crowds hke? 

AARON: I think it was mostly a core of local people who probably go 
to see these groups a lot, with a sprinkling of other people who were 
there for SXSW. It was a good mix, people were just checking it out. 
LEWITINN: 1 finally saw the Go! Team; they're kind of a hip-hop 
thing, because their frontwoman [Ninja] sort of raps— but they're not 
very good live. 

AARON: I actually liked them a lot. I thought they were more of an 
indie-rock party band, with the woman really getting the crowd fired 
up. Hifhhop was just one element of it. There was a lot more going on. 
BROD: But she kept saying, "We're just warming up, we're just warm- 
ing up," and it was the fourth song into the set. I was like, "You've 



DAY: It was like plaid hippie rock. 

GANZ: I also saw Human Television because I liked their record, 
and I was about to say they sounded like an R.E.M. cover band with- 
out a Rickenbacker, and then the guy turned around and he was 
playing a Rickenbacker! Then I went to see By Divine Right, and it 
was just awful psychedelic blues rock. Then I ended up at 
Moneybrother, and I thought since they were Swedish, they might 
be a garage revival band at least. Turned out they were the Swedish 
Commitments. 

BROD: I saw a Swedish band called Backyard Babies. They could've 
been the Swedish Motley Criie— totally tattooed, greasy rocker guys. 
It was refreshing to see a band like that. 

MAERZ: Dios Malos were really good. They played this ten-minute 
song that was really, really slow. I mean, the worst song you could 
possibly play if you've only got 20 minutes and you want some- 




already warmed-up. You've got, like, three songs to go." 
AARON: What bands had good frontpeople? 

QA8TON: I sow Selfish Cunt the first night. There were all these 

weird-looking dudes in the front, and the main guy was just riffing 
off them and getting in their faces and making them dance. Then 
falling on the floor and wailing. I mean, it was a lot of campy stuff, 
but at least it was aggressive. I also saw the Duke Spirit, and if there 
was any band this week I felt that people should have been seeing, 
it was them. It's kinda like Garbage, but with heavy, distorted slide 
guitar. It was really gritty and sweaty. And the singer is superhot, 
with this Blondie hair, shaking a tambourine, with all the poses 
and everything. They're on Loog in the U.K., and they were saying 
they just got signed to Interscope here. 
SPITZ: Everybody was talking about them. 
GANZ: I went to see Dr. Dog and was really disappointed. 



thing that's going to rev up the crowd. But it was beautiful, really 
sad California pop with a dour undercurrent. 

GASTON: I saw Pony Up! play right before a big hip-hop showcase, 
and it was funny because there was a huge line outside, and people 
were filing in to get right up front. And these slightly awkward girls 
come on and start singing about fellating rock stars. I like their EP, 
even though it's really cheesy. But I've been waiting for them to write 
some kind of big song, and then they actually played this big song 
["Possible Harm"]. People were just floored, because they were so 
cute, with these little keyboard riffs and ha-ha lyrics. And then they 
had this huge, emotional song washing over you. 
GANZ: Stars were also good, actually. 

AARON: They were like a more intense Belle and Sebastian. 
MAERZ: But they were so smug. They had "Next Big Thing" written all 
over them. The sound was just so washed out, and it was really poppy, 
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"When did being a poser stop being 
an essential part of being in a band? 
Why is that something to criticize 
them for, in rock'n 'roll?" —Marc spitz 
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like something that would be playing in some store like Anthropologie. 
GASTON: It's like adult-contemporary indie rock in a lot of ways. You can 
totally see it as something you'd throw on a mix CD for your parents. 
SPITZ: Nobody's mentioned anything yet about which bands had the 
most sex appeal. If you followed Louis XIV and the Bravery around 
Austin, you'd definitely see some of the most gorgeous girls you'd 
see in Texas all week. 

AARON: Maybe some boys, too. I went over to see the Bravery one 
night, and I started talking to this kid from Austin, and he was really 
excited about the show. I asked him how he got into the band, and 
he said, "Well, Spin magazine had this 'Next Big Things' issue and 
had this story on the Bravery, and I thought two of the guys were 
really hot, so I downloaded two of their songs and thought they 
were awesome, and I had to go see them." He'd gotten off work at 
Buffalo Exchange, gone home, changed clothes, and come to the 
club early so he could get into this show. He'd been sitting there 
for, like, four hours. 

GASTON: The Bravery are so full of shit, though. 

AARON: It's like they've become such goofball posers that they almost 

do everything they can to turn you off to their music. 

SPITZ: But when did being a poser stop being an essential part 

of being in a band? Why is that something to criticize them for, in 

rocli'n'roU? 

BROD: I agree with you. For me, the music comes first. If the music 
moves me, great. So what if the person is an asshole? 
AARON: When the Bravery are playing that one really catchy song 
["An Honest Mistake"], I'm into it. I'm singing along, I don't care. Then 
when they're playing some of their other songs, it's like, "God, those 
fucking haircuts!" 

BROD: Then you have all the British bands, like the Futureheads, 
Bloc Party, Dogs Die in Hot Cars, Kaiser Chiefs, who all share the 
same obvious influences: XTC, the Cure. After awhile, most of them 
blur into one. 

LEWITINN: I don't think Bloc Party should be lumped into that. 
BROD: But do you see any of those bands having a career like, say, 
the Smiths or Blur? 



LEWITINN: Bloc Party could have that sort of longevity. I think their 
album ventures further from that whole post-punk thing. They have 
songs that are more drawn out, more spacey. 
GASTON: You heard people DJ'ing the "Banquet" single for a year, 
but when the record came along, it's like, "Wow, they have some real 
subtle, nuanced songs." 

LEWITINN: The Ordinary Boys played too, and they were pretty good. 
AARON: They're like a mini-Jam. They're so young— the singer said the 
first record he ever bought was by Ash. They encored with the Ramones' 
"The KKK Took My Baby Away," which was kind of endearing. 
GASTON: I saw them play in London, and people were just going crazy 
about them. All these people were wearing Ordinary Boys T-shirts. 
BROD: Were there many White Stripes-type bands this year? I saw 
the Heartless Bastards. They were a bit like that— really powerful, 
stripped-down garage rock. 

SPITZ: Giant Drag were like that. They've got the White Stripes thing 
with the gender reversed— girl singer, guy drummer. But she's got an 
almost David Lee Roth stage power. 
LEWITINN: She's awesome— so funny. 

SPITZ: She's hysterical. She played "Wicked Game," the Chris Isaak 

song, and talked about how she wrote it and played it for Chris Isaak 

when he was 11, and he molested her and stole the song. 

LEWITINN: She's got the mouth of a truck driver. 

SPITZ: I think she's going to be a star. A big star! Sign her up! 

KLOSTERMAN: Take it easy; you sound like you want to be her 

manager. 

SPITZ: But aren't we in Austin to get excited about stuff? 

AARON: Hopefully. If not, we might as well go home and get some 

sleep. ■ 




1. EVIL NINE A Brighton, U.K. 
DJ/production duo who combine 
hip-hop, breakbeat house, and 
indie-punk guitar on their 2005 
debut, You Can Be Special Too. 

2. THE GRATES Tagged as the 
Australian Yeah Yeah Yeahs, this trio 
(two women and a guy) have their 
own brash, garage-rock flair Their 
first EP, The Ouch. The Touch, was 
released in February. 

3. THE HIGH DIALS Rapturous 
'60s-ish pop rock that nods to the 
Kinks and the Zombies, with the 
occasional noisy rave-up. 

4. MICAH P. HINSON A Texas indie 
folkie with an engaging rasp that 
falls somewhere between Leonard 
Cohen's and Isaac Brock's. His 



5. 1 AM KLOOT Mancunian Johnny 
Bramwell has a worn, warm voice, 
and his band's elegant mid-tempo 
rockers float along like a gentler, 
more genial Oasis. 

6. JENNIFER GENTLE This Italian 
duo's delicate psychedelic folk pop 
is genuinely strange enough to 
transcend their worship of Syd 
Barrett-era Pink Floyd. 

7. THE MINT CHICKS These 
hyperactive New Zealand punk 
brats' new single. "F"k the Golden 
Youth." is a thrashy, jangly, two- 
minute tirade against so-called 
"crybabies." 



The Kiwi Invasion: The Mint Chicks plead for an American record deal 



8. PAUL WALL The pale-faced 
junior member of Houston's 
Swishahouse clique has a gruff, 
authoritative flow, and his next 
album, The People's Champ, will be 
out this summer, via a deal with 
Atlantic Records. 

9. WE ARE SCIENTISTS These 
Brooklyn indie rockers churn 

out rollicking, intricate melodies and 



plaintive, witty lyrics. They should 
release their debut full-length 
this year. 

10. YOUNG HEART ATTACK If 

AC/DC had grown up in Austin 
listening to Motown, they would 
sound something like this unironi- 
cally rocking five-piece (highlighted 
by the soulful co-lead vocals of 
Jennifer Stephens). 
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Ballad of Big Everything 

Life. Love. Mammoth riffs. Coldplay embrace the epic within. 



Coldplay 

X&Y 

Capitol 

When the members of Coldplay 
left University College London to 
become rock stars, one obstacle 
stood In their way: They didn't 

actually rock. Parachutes, the 

band's 2000 debut, was filled with remarkably 
mellow pop — soft-pedaled bits of night-sky 
whimsy. And more than a lead singer, frontman 




Chris Martin resembled the bloke who tutors 
your child on the periodic table. The success of 
Parachutes' single, the swoony valentine 
"Yellow," may have transformed Martin's mug 
into a popular AIM icon, but 2002's A Rush of 
Blood to the Head, which was supposed to be 
Coldplay's big rock statement, didn't really 
deliver on its promise. Although there were 
more guitar-driven tracks, they were still 
tethered by a wounded romanticism that's 
usually reserved for ballads. 



By MIkael Wood 
Illustration by Justin Wood 

Three years and countless prom-night 
assists later, Coldplay may have to give up their 
memt>ership in the Seth Cohen Foundation for 
Modest Nice-Guy Musicians. The madly antici- 
pated X&Y is the quartet's third studio album — 
which, in rock-historical lore, is the point at 
which a band must take it to the next level. 
(Consider War, where U2 first went wide-screen, 
and OK Computer, where Thom Yorke looked 
past his own creepiness to comment on a 
larger, more alienating world.) Martin faces a 
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new stage in his personal life, too: 
As teen girls' diaries have reported, 
he married Gwyneth Paltrow in 
2003, and the couple had a daugh- 
ter, Apple, last year. For a guy who 
built his career singing about 
breakups, domestic bliss was 
unlikely fuel for an unforgettable fire. 

So how much closer to rock star- 
dom does X^Vget this family man 
and his mates? Quite a ways, as it 
happens. From the first track, the 
band sounds unafraid to embrace 
its banner-waving hugeness: 
"Square One" begins as a glistening 
soup of ambient keyboard hum, out 
of which rises a three-note quote 
from "Also Sprach Zarathustra," 
the theme from 2007; A Space 
Odyssey. Then a rigid, ticking dnjm- 
beat revs up, and Martin muses 
that "the future's for discovering." 

If the album itself is a journey 
into the unknown, Coldplay take it 
on with a confident, more sea- 
soned swagger. "White Shadows" 
tjeefs up the insistent thrum of the 
Cure's "Lovesong," with guitarist 
Jonny Buckland's shifting layers of 
acoustic and electric guitars. "Fix 
You" features enormous, blown- 
out drums and choral vocals on the 
outro. "Talk" turns a riff from 
Kraftwerk's "Computer Love" into 
aquamarine Joshua Tree twinkle. In 
the appropriately titled "Low," 
bassist Guy Benryman and drum- 
mer Will Champion lock into a lean, 
choppy, Bowie-in-Berlin groove 



that seems to finally acknowledge 
the existence of sex. 

Ultimately, though, Martin would 
rather sing atxjut love, and X&Y \s 
filled with vague attempts at pro- 
fundity, like "You belong with me, 
not swallowed in the sea." Yet the 
singer's determination to inspire 
the hoisting of illuminated cell 
phones doesn't prevent him from 
trying to write meaningfully about 
his home life. In "The Hardest 
Part," he recalls that the most diffi- 
cult aspect of Paltrow's pregnancy 
"was letting go, not taking part," 
and near the disc's end, in the 
loose, acoustic hidden track, ""Til 
Kingdom Come," he claims that 
even after hearing her sing, he 
"wouldn't change a single thing." 
(Clearly he didn't see Duefs.) 

As dispatches from married life 
go, it may not be "The Ballad of 
John and Yoko." But the song is a 
good illustration of Coldplay's real 
third-release triumph: By ratcheting 
up their guitars and still singing 
about everyday themes, Coldplay 
are recasting their nerdy-student 
Britpop as Important Rock Music 
without sacrificing the homespun 
vibe that allowed Martin's fans to 
believe that he wrote a song for 
each one of them and called it 
"Yellow." That's an epic task for 
one album. If they can make 
another five or six like it, they'll be 
dismantling atomic bombs. 
Grade: B+ 



Britpop Will Eat Itself 

Four U.K. bands that have Chris Martin down cold 
By Mikael Wood 




Snow Patrol 

Final Straw (mm. 2004) 
The first two albums by 
this Glasgow-based 
group sounded like a 
battle between folk-pop fops and 
college-rock noise boys. Here, they 
resemble an artier Coldplay, studding 
arena-ready songs about long good- 
byes with right-angled guitar fuzz. 



-HhK- 



Starsailor 

S/'tence Is Easy 

(EMI, 2004) 

Built around frontman 
James Walsh's Jeff 
Buckley-ish wail, Starsailor's second 
album is known as The One With Two 
Songs Produced by Phil Specter It 
predicts what Coldplay might sound 
like after a few years of Hollywood 
high-rolling. 



Keane 

afj^^jt Hopes and Fears 

Tin '^ir (Interscope. 2004) 

Without a guitarist, 
this Sussex trio never 
quite reaches climactic heights, but 
Tom Chaplin sings like an angel 
wearing an Easter suit, and Keane's 
exceedingly pretty piano-based 
debut cruises fairly close to 
Coldplay altitude. 

Embrace 

Out of Nothing 

(Lava. 2005) 
In the late '90s this 
West Yorkshire band 
headed up a post-Britpop generation 
inspired by the epic song-craft of 
Oasis and the Verve. Smelling the 
karma, Chris Martin wrote Embrace's 
"Gravity" for their fourth album. 
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Jack 
and Meg 
wonder 
Is beauty 
truth? 



The White Stripes 

Get Behind Me Satan 

Third Man/V2 

"To live outside the 
law," Bob Dylan 
once argued, "you 
must be honest." It 
would be interesting 
to get Bob's take on 
Gef Behind Me 
Satan, the fifth album 
by the Dylan-adoring 
White Stripes and 
(allegedly) an explo- 
ration of "characters 
and the ideal of truth." That's 
something of a paradox, as the 
Stripes have spent five years 

(a) fabricating characters who were 
supposed to be authentic, and 

(b) lying about everything that's 
integral to their iconography. 

This is further complicated by the 
mmors (presumably from the band 
Itself) suggesting Gef Behind Me 
Satan would be the band at its most 
primitive, only to have it open with 
an electrifying guitanmageddon that 
sounds like Deep Purple's "Space 
Truckin'." Jack White's definition of 
honesty is more artsitrary thein most; 
he thinks truth is something he can 
control. But what's interesting is 
that (sometimes) he succeeds. 
Sometimes he manages to make 
songs that sound like harnessed 
truths, which is why the White 
Stripes generally make the best 



records in the contemporary worid. 

Sadly, there is nothing else on 
Gef Behind Me Satan that's as 
powerful as its starting point. "Blue 
Orchid" telescopes mid-'70s metal 
the way "Little Bird" distilled 
Zeppelin on De StijI: It accentuates 
riff-based rock by erasing every- 
thing except the spine. However, 
things immediately grow weirder 
and rickety; the second track, "The 
Nurse," has a lot of marimba 
action, for instance. Like an art film 
that ignores nan-ative, there are 
moments on Gef Behind Me Satan 
when the motion seems stationary. 
But for those obsessed with the 
psychology of Jack's relationship 
with Meg White, the record is a won- 
deriand. On "Passive Manipulation," 
Meg sings about how mothers and 
daughters need to differentiate 
between fathers and brothers {!), 
only to have her advice inten-upted 
by a blues-hammer power crunch 
that makes the entire conversation 
moot. The final track, "I'm Lonely 
(But I Ain't That Lonely Yet)," sounds 
like a meditation on incest, which 
could have multiple meanings to a 
duo who claimed to be siblings 
once they stopped having sex. 
Certainly, sleeping with your sister 
is about as far "outside the law" as 
you can get, but that might be the 
only way for Jack to be a truly 
honest man. CHUCK KLOSTERMAN 
Grade: B 
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FEATURING SONGS 
FROM SUBLIME 
PERFORMED BY 
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MICHAEL FRANTI & SPEARHEAD 
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Reviews 

Common 

Be 

G.O.O.D./Geffen 

f_ Sony Studios, New 
P York, March 25. With 
aromatherapy can- 
dies lit and a soul- 

fcx>d spread in the 

Smoothie back, Common plays 
rapper his latest album for a 
touches bunch of music jour- 
critics, nalists. Full disclo- 
women's sure: This is how 
underthings records by Big Ticket 
Acts are sometimes 
evaluated by critics nowadays. And 
Common, after ten-plus years of 
his vision seriously outshining his 
SoundScans, is poised to be Big 
Ticket. For fans of uplifting, gun- 
free, golden-age hip-hop, this might 
just be their year punk broke. 

Common's stock jump is largely 
due to Chicago neighbor Kanye 
West, who used to challenge him 
on the mic back in the day. West 
produced nine of the 1 1 tracks 
here, and they're signature Kanye: 
'70s-soul string samples, store- 
front-church piano tinkling, chip- 



munk gospel-vocal hooks. And 
even when the music flags. 
Common's remarkably hungry raps 
push it along. He doesn't try too 
hard to be hard, as on 2000's Like 
Water for Chocolate, and he's more 
focused than on 2002's Electric 
Circus, the only hip-hop record 
that will ever feature Mary J. Blige 
flanking Stereolab. Instead he 
sticks to inner-city storytelling: The 
W/re-style verity on The Comer"; 
4 A.M. confessionals on "The 
Food"; not-your-usual-American- 
dreamer profiles ("These are the 
children of crack") on "It's Your 
World." And, as always, he praises 
the ladies, seeing the Messiah in 
his daughter's eyes on "Be" and 
imagining God as a woman in 
"Faithful" ("I'm bad / But not as 
bad as Eric Benet"). More power to 
him: No one raps this convincingly 
about spiritual and romantic love, 
not even Andre 3000. Only on 
"Go," a sexed-up pop collab with 
inexplicable ghetto pass-holder 
John Mayer, does he inspire eye 
rolls. But I'd still pick him over 
50 Cent for a brother-in-law. 
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At the end of the playback 
session, Common asks sympa- 
thetic critics to big-up Be 'cause 
"hip-hop needs this." Coercive? 
The peach cobbler certainly was. 
But since I happen to agree with 
him, I'm glad to help. WILL HERMES 
Grade: A- 



Oasis 

Don't Believe the Truth 

Epic 



Complaining that 
Oasis ape the 
Beatles — among 
others — is like com- 
plaining that Oasis 
are a British rock 
band. Get over it, 
appreciate the 
Impudence, submit 
to the pleasures of 
their neo-retro-classicism, or Just 
took off, mate. (Ringo's son is their 
drummer, for Lennon's sake!) 
Despite the myriad steals on their 
first album in three years, however, 
the band Oasis most resemble is 
Oasis. Only they haven't sounded 



Gallaghers 
in nearly 
great album 
shocker! 



this loose and confident since 
1995's (What's the Story) Morning 
Glory?; leanness and vitality have 
replaced the cokey bloat of their 
last few studio trips. Liam 
Gallagher may be rock's signature 
snarler, but he's also quietly 
become an ace melodist (contribut- 
ing three songs here), and guitarist- 
bro Noel's singing (on four tracks) 
has never been stronger or lovelier. 

Some of their recent lifts? On 
"Mucky Fingers," Noel replicates 
Lou Reed's velvety guitar strokes 
as Phil Specter and Bob Dylan 



brandish pistols in the sound 
tiooth. And though that title may 
recall the Stones, it's the next 
song, "Lyia" (note the missing a, 
Mr. Clapton), that blatantly bites 
"Street Fighting Man." Liam's brisk 
"The Meaning of Soul" tx}asts a 
"Proud Mary" strum and a honking 
harmonica solo, while Noel's gor- 
geously sad "Part of the Queue" is 
the Stranglers' "Golden Brown" 
with piano and funky percussion 
subbing for harpsichord. 

That Dave Sardy, who produced 
Jet's larcenous debut, also worked 




When Noel sp 
anvil, it was too late: Oasis 



on this album makes perfect sense. 
Reining in the brothers' excesses 
(soundwise, at least), he's helped 
them to focus; the songs no longer 
meander when they shouldn't, 
nor seem overstuffed, even if the 
ambitious ode to loafing, "The 
Importance of Being Idle," man- 
ages to cram surf guitar and barrel- 
house keys into a vampy tango. 

The first and last songs shout 
out to the sun, but then Oasis have 
never expected praise for their 
words. Occasionally on Don't 
Believe the Tnith. they (usually 
Noel) will surprise with a nugget 
like "Every beginning has broken 
its promise." But more often the 
lyrics beseech you to love one 
another, stand tall and proud, keep 
the dream alive, and kick a hole in 
the sky. The worid may he coming 
undone at the seams, Liam may be 
at the crossroads waiting for a 
sign, but let there be love, and 
everything's gonna be all right in 
that champagne supernova in the 
big, wide-open festival site. 
Sounds like a plan. DOUG BROD 
Grade: A- 
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At the Drive-In 

This Station Is 
Non-Operational 

Fearless 

The title of this 
anthology sounds 
lil<e At the Drive-in's 
preemptive stril^e 
against optimistic 
fans. As in: Enjoy the 
fact that we hand- 
picked these great- 
est hits, B-sides, 
remixes, covers, and 
BBC session (racks, 
but don't look for 
reunion dates anytime soon. ATDI 

remain on "indefinite hiatus" as 
their members play in the experi- 
mental commune the Mars Volta 
(singer Cedric Bixler-Zavala and 
guitarist Omar Rodriguez-Lopez) 
and the more radio-ready Sparta 
(guitarist Jim Ward, drummer Tony 
Hajjar, and bassist Paul Hinojos). 
Which is a shame, really, because 



Texans' 
radical rock, 
unearthed 
from the 
under- 
ground 



these El Paso iconoclasts were one 
great band. Ward and company 
focused Bixler-Zavala's and 
Rodriguez-Lopez's flailing arms 
into pow/erful one-two combina- 
tions. And the Volta duo scuffed up 
the others' verse-chorus-verse 
format. Half the group took after 
Lennon, half followed McCartney, 
and together they were a diamond- 
encrusted hand grenade, polished 
and volatile in equal measure. 

This Station Is Non-Operational 
ably chronicles the push and pull 
between Bixler-Zavala and Ward, 
from the former's live-wire free 
association on "Chanbara" to the 

latter's piano-fueled hymn "Non 

Zero Possibility." "Fahrenheit" and 
"Picl<et Fence Cartel," from 1997, 
suggest that the group's mix of 
bomb-squad urgency and Bomb 
Squad dynamics emerged almost 
fully realized from the beginning. A 
quartet of songs from 1998 punc- 
tuates the band's oblique, emotive 



spin on punl< rocl< with choruses 
that go bang, and selections Nice 
2000's "Enfilade" show how close 
At the Drive-In came to taking that 
sound aboveground, dabbling in 
the more format-friendly overtones 
of Rage Against the Machine. 

Still, two covers foreshadow the 
polarized, post-ATDI split: Check 
the straight-ahead, Sparta-like ren- 
dition of the Smiths' "This Night 
Has Opened My Eyes" and the 
eccentric, Volta-style take on Pink 
Floyd's "Take Up Thy Stethoscope 
and Walk." A track from BBC DJ 
Steve Lamacq's show, "Initiation," 
gives the last word on the group: 
"You know you're beautiful / When 
you're dead." One of the last songs 
At the Drive-ln recorded, it implies 
they knew the gripping conflict in 
their music was the same tension 
that would break up the band. 
Check back in ten years, though: If 
the Pixies can get back together, 
anyone can. ZAC GRAIN 
Grade: B-t- 



Stephen Malkmus 

Face the Tnjth 

Matador 

The pot in Portland, 
Oregon — where 
former Pavement 
frontdude Stephen 
Malkmus resides — 
must be phenome- 
nal. The man whom 
Courtney Love once 
called the "Grace 
Kelly of indie rock" 
has entered his Monaco period, a 
time of seclusion, family, and most 
importantly, getting loopy. Face the 




Beard- 
rocker 
bogarts 
that joint 



Truth isn't fried like Kyuss or Snoop; 
it's fried in that funny-voices-at- 
3 A.M. kinda way, when you're 
unable to distinguish between the 
trifling and the gorgeous, the 
goofus and the gallant. 

On 2003's Pig Lib, Malkmus 
reveled in groovy togetherness with 
his group the Jicks, which was a 
bonus for fans who found 
Pavement's rhythms a bit slack. 
Sadly, Truth was recorded largely 
solo, with various Jicks chipping in. 
It's a snapshot of Malkmus' gray 
matter rather than a full-band 
album. And speaking of albums, in 
this shuffle-driven worid, does 
running order matter anymore? 
Because the opener, "Pencil Rot," 
is an off-putting joke gurgle, a 
synth/drum machine ode to such 
munchie concerns as the "human 
shit pile." But the next joint, "It 
Kills," kills, with languid "eheyhays" 
and the wiggy solos that Malkmus 
geeks adore. 

Truth's guitar glory is packed 
into a dense, tour de force 
middle, a strum and twang that 
speaks to the singer's settled-down 
range life. The countrypolitan 
"Freeze the Saints," the 
harmonically rich "Loud Cloud 
Crowd," and the multigrain "Mama" 
are brimming with American beauty. 
But Malkmus hasn't lost his edge. 
"Post-Paint Boy" takes aim at lousy 
artists ("You're a maker of modern, 
minor masterpieces for the 
untrained eye"), and the fact that 
"No More Shoes"' eight minutes of 
heaven doesn't close the album is a 
mystery for the ages. "Shoes" is 
extreme Malkmus — generous 
hooks, "doo-doo-doos," Iranian 




gowns, sideamns, and a guitar 
jam that might actually turn some 
Phish-heads. 

But we hail this thief because 
his structural influences fold into 
a signature sound as wholly 
individual as folk-rock guitar gods 
Richard Thompson and Johnny 
Marr. For good and ill, this jumble 
couldn't come from anyone but 
Malkmus. We look into his blood- 
shot eyes and we're not afraid of 
the Truth: It's all right, ma, he's 
only baking, JOE GROSS 
Grade: B 



Alkaline Trio 

Crimson 

Vagrant 

V M It's a strange musi- 

1^ ^ * cal moment when 
^^#"^1 cartoonish metal 

^1 chuckleheads like 
Mudvayne are taking 

Pop-punk off their makeup, 
horror fans while punk heart- 
go baroque throbs My Chemical 
Romance and Good 
Charlotte are actively campaigning 
for MAC sponsorship. After years 
of emo's insistence on keeping it 
real (or real boring), a little over-the- 
top thespianism is welcome — as 
long as no one mistakes mascara for 
mystery, crooning for actual crying. 

Few songwriters are more 
primed to take advantage of this 
shift than Alkaline Trio's perpetually 
pessimistic frontman, Matt Skiba, 
who was rocking funeral chic 
before My Chem's Gerard Way 
bought his first cape. A former 
Chicago bike messenger, Skiba 
(assisted by loyal wingman/bassist 
Dan Andriano) transformed his sad- 
sack, scraped-knee life into hyper- 




"Flnally, a chair that 
really says 'undead'": 
Alkaline Trio 



tjolic pop punk rite with dark humor 
and a wicked body count. Crimson, 
the Trio's fifth and best album, still 
has its share of macabre word- 
play — "you live and you burn"; 
"I had time to kill / It's dead and 
buried" — but the real attraction 
here is the music, which sounds 
just as dramatic as the imagery. 

From the Transylvanian piano 
intro of "Time to Waste" to the 
gothic pacing of "Your Neck," 
ornate washes of sound echo the 
horror movie in Skiba's mind. Some 
of the credit belongs to producer 
Jerry Finn, whose experience on 
Morrissey's comeback record 
reaps dividends here, bandaging 
Skiba's voice in velvety synths and 
strings and pushing him to diversify 
his songs with grown-up touches: 
dueling vocals on "Back to Hell," a 
vocal breakdown on "Burn," and a 



spoken-word bridge on "Sadie." 
Even blink-182 fans would love the 
straightforward choruses on 
"Mercy Me" and "Fall Victim," 
about self-loathing and suicide, 
respectively. Misery this catchy 
demands a cult following. Though, 
for the band's fans, face paint is 

still optional. ANDY GREENWALD 
Grade: B+ 



Gorlliaz 

Demon Days 

Virgin 




PUBLIC ENEMY It Takes A Nation: The First London 
Invasion 1967 (Music Video Distributors) In the late 
1980s Public Enemy had hip-hop in a headlock, dropping 
two critically worshipped albums in which raging sonics 
met fierce demands for social justice. The centerpiece of 
this DVD — which also includes music videos and com- 
mentary tracks — is RE.'s three-night stand at London's Hammersmith 
Odeon in 1 987 (on Def Jam's first international tour). Chuck D and posse 
act as funky ambassadors to the Old Worid. introducing Brits to the 
political theater of their military-garbed SI W security force and the aural 
assault of tracks like "Rebel Without a Pause," which later appeared on 
the classic 1988 album It Takes a Nation of Millions to Hold Us Back. 
Though this pre-Nation performance simmers more than it burns, it 
nicely presages the explosion that would follow. CHRIS RYAN Grade: B 



Damon Albarn needs 
help. The slapdash 
self-indulgence of 
his 2003 solo album, 
Democrazy, showed 
what havoc a 
thoughtful pop star 
can wreak when he's 
sequestered by him- 
self in a hotel room. 
(Be glad most musi- 
cians just puke on 
the carpet and defenestrate TVs.) 
But the Blur frontman worked well 



nn 



Existential 
angst — the 
monkey 
on Damon 
Albarn 's 
back 



with Others on Mali Music (2002), 
as foiitful a collatwration as a 
famous white Briton has had with 
African musicians, and Goriliaz 
(2001), his dynamic-duo routine 
with Dan "the Automator" 
Nakamura that was illustrated by 
comic artist Jamie Hewlett and 
abetted by Kid Koala, Del tha 
Funkee Homosapien. and anyone 
else within mic range. A goof mas- 
querading as a supergroup dis- 
guised as a concept, the cartoon 
band allowed Albarn to duck star- 
dom without quite reducing himself 
to an element in the mix. 

Four years later Nakamura has 
fled the monkey house, and Altjam's 
loose to pursue his own vision. 
Demon Days animates the geo- 
political despair of Blur's 2003 sin- 
gle "Out of Time" with a relentless 
moroseness that will only be justified 
if the earth's cnjst collapses by next 
Tuesday. The electro-zombie lope 
"Last Living Souls" is good B-movie 
fun, but "Fire Coming Out of the 
Monkey's Head," nan^ted by Dennis 
Hopper, is like Dr Seuss relating 
the apocalypse to Tim Burton via 
Ouija board — except really dull. 

Fortunately Albarn still has great 
taste in other people's music. His 
new accomplice, copyright pirate 
Danger Mouse, fills in suggestively 
dubby spaces with choirs, stagger- 
ing synths, and MCs ranging from 
De La Soul to Roots Manuva to 
MF Doom. The DJ even rescues 
the clipped groove Albarn insists 
on calling "Kids With Guns" with a 
well-placed snip of Salt-N-Pepa's 
"Push It." On the album's intro, 
which suggests Pefer and the Wolf 
orchestrated for bassoon and 
police siren, Danger Mouse sets a 
consistent tone that wryly chafes 
against Albarn's paranoia. Woozy 
yet unflagging, the music wavers 

like a weary gyroscope that 

gradually loses momentum but 
never topples. KEITH HARRIS 
Grade: B 



Spin (ISSN 0S86-3O32). ViKunw 21 . NumMr 6. Copyngtn O 2005 ey Vtx/Sfm Vwnuias. LLC. All ngnu nsannd. Publlsn«l 
monthly in the United Stales by Vitw/Spm Ventures. 205 Lexington Ave.. New Yortt, NY 10016, Subscription inquiflm SentJ 
new or renewal notices or change of address Isend both old and new addresses) to Spin, PC Box 51635, Boulder, CO 
80322-1635. Allow six to eight weeks for change o1 address, SiAttcription prabtoms Cgt\ 800-274-7597 Subecflptton 
costiU,S and Its possessions: one-year basic rate, $14.95; two years, $24 00 Canada: one year. $24.00 (U,S-), Fore*gn: 
one year. $50,00 (U S,) Periodical postage paid at New York, NY, and at additional rnailing offices, Poetmester Send 
address changes to Spm, PO Box 51635. BouWer. CO 80328-1635 Edilonal offices: 205 Lexington Ave,. New York. MY 
1 001 6; tet 212-231-7400 Pubtrsher disclaims all lesponsibilrty to return unsolicited editonai matter, and all ngnts m portKjns 
putHtshed vest m publisher Letters to Spm magazine a its editors are assumed intended lor puUication in wtiole or in part 
without permission from the writer Any similanty between persons or places mentioned in ttie fiction or semiliction and net 
places or persons living or dead is coincidental Single copies: $3,99 in U,S and AFO, $5,50 in Canada. £2,25 m U K, 



SPIN 105 



Cop, I .y Luu material 



Jerk It Out 



mum 




Jerk It Out at www.jerfc-it-outcom 



n 




(Xi'Ktmii'ia* 




APPAREL 



Randomshirts.com 



tee 



ENTERTAINMENT 



LIVE LOCAL CHAT! 
1-413-566-MEET 

Bi-Curious? 1-603-503-4040 M* 



HOT WOMEN TALK LIVE 
.69C .69C .69C 

1 800-089-2444 18+ 
HOT HOOK UPSI ALL LIVE & LOCAL 
1-413-591-4040 UD rates 
Bi-Curious7 1-617-329-GUYS 
FIND 




FREE PARTY LINE 
1-775-533-8242 
Reg. Call to Nevada 18-t- 

HOT VEGAS GIRLS! LIVE1-0N-1 

1-702-216-3500 Only 66S - $1/mln. 
1-900-950-0950 ext. 121 $3.50/mln. 18* 



1 -S00-859-9000 

UsfCode- 5J44 



FUN STUFF 



MAKE YOUR OWN SUCKERS 

100 STICKERS FOR $25* 




FIND SINGLES IN YOUR CITY: 

1-800-210-101 

Use Tr'O' CDde 11S7 



7f. 



I-900-289-4444 Sl,99 18+ WWW.UVfUNKScom 



HOT LOCAL GIRLS! 

IVanna Connect Wrth You 

1-800-780-8885 




6mEWUMI(lE.C0M 

PUlVEREP TO YOUR POOR IN 2-U WEEKS 
* lOOO ST1CKEK6 FOR $165 

ADOPTION 



Choose a family - Stay in touch 
Kind-hearted, professional same-sex 
families wanting to adopt. Will support 

& honor both you and your child. 
Call us 24 hours a day. 1-800-844-3630 



Advertise your product ( 
service in tiie SPIN Classified 
Section in 20051 II 
Don't miss out on the I 
opportunity to reach ove^ 
2 million readers each monthi 

Call 212-448-7470 or email 
LLubrano@spln.com for mo£ 
information. 



00 



Playlist 

DJ Tommie Sunshine runs down his 
"Riot Sounds of the Underground" 




Play 

01 Armand Van Helden, "Into Your Eyes" (Southern Fried) With a hook based 
around a vocal sample of Duran Duran's Andy Taylor and a bass line that sounds 
like Danzig's "Mother," Van Helden returns with a frenzied, filtered summer 
anthem. Further proof that Williamsburg, Brooklyn's electroclash influence has 
wedged Its way into popular dance music. 

02 Bloc Party, "Banquet (Junior Sanchez Remix)" (Dim Mak) New Jersey house- 
music phenom Sanchez takes this British rock band and boosts them with a 
dance-floor-filling bass line that screams New York City punk funk. 

03 Kylie Minogue, "Giving You Up (Alter Ego & Riton Remixes)" (Parlophone) German 
production guru Alter Ego pumps the delicate Ms. Minogue sky-high with pound- 
ing, peak-hour Euro-techno, while Riton brings his stuttery, cut-up glitch funk. 

04 Out Hud, "One Life to Leave: A Requiem" (Kranky) Imagine Eno-era Talking Heads 
and Wendy and Lisa from the Revolution in the same band on Factory Records. 

05 Vitalic, "No Fun" (PIAS) With a chant of "No leather, no fun," this scorching, 
detuned track from Vitalic's OK Cowboy album sounds like all the appliances 
in your house turned up full blast while a party jumps off in your living room. 
Proves once again that the French have crazy on lockdown. 

06 New Order, "Krafty (Phones 'Reality' Mix)" (London) Remixing under his 
"Phones" guise, Paul Epworth, Midas-touch producer of Bloc Party and the 
Futureheads, takes a cinematic approach with big strings and staccato synths. 

07 Edge of Motion, "Set-Up 707 (Mark Verbos 'Crash Chicago' Mix)" (Djax-Up 
Beats) On this remix of the 1992 acid-techno classic, Verbos pushes his TB303 
into the red with the kind of hip-shaking percussion that will make this the 
memorable record of any night at any club. 

08 Lutzenkirchen, "Daily Disco (Boys Noize Remix)" (Great Stuff) Europe's most 
cutting-edge dance label turns out a futuristic, wordless hymn to technology 
with a military cadence and wall of sound best heard at ear-crushing volume. 

09 Nine Inch Nails, "The Hand That Feeds (The Photek Remixes)" (Interscope) 
Drum'n'bass legend Photek digs his teeth into Trent Reznor's "Hand," giving it 
a hip-hop bump on one of the year's best dance-rock tracks. 



Has anyone ever 
called you crazy? 

What if you moved to 
another country, to live with 
people you didn't know? 
What if you went 
to improve their lives, 
and in the process, 
improved yours. 
Would that be crazy? 

Peace Corps. 
Life is calling. 
How far will you go? 




800.424.8580 | peacecorps.gov 



Breakdown 

More bands, more albums, more opinions. 
Let's do this. 



The Ponys 

Celebration Castle 

In the Red 



MBfifiYr A bluesy Midwestern Interpol, 
with Richard Hell and the Gun 
J|IH|^ Club in their record collection 
^HB Instead of Joy Division. If the 
lyrics Initially seem placeholder- 
^ ish, they soon evolve into Innages 
of people fighting off real dread in the the- 
world's-a-mess-it's-in-my-kiss tradition. What 
It sounds like to be sucked into doomed roman- 
tkslsm rather than aspire to it. A- 



Four Tet 

Everything Ecstatic 

Domino 




W Sometimes Kleran Hebden's 
1 "8 electronic music is dawn-over- 



the-Buddhist-shrine gorgeous, 
recalling Pharoah Sanders' free- 
jazz travelogue, Tauhid, or boil- 
ing John Coltrane's Ascension 
Into seven-minute chunks of elevated burble- 
noise. Other times, Hebden builds sandcastles 
out of belly-button lint, and only the truly 
enlightened will be able to tell the difference. B 



Mercury Rev 

The Secret 
Migration 

V2 



This is one bIg-soundIng secret: 
rural psychedelic excess by 
upstate New York hobblts. The 
songs — which are actually songs 
this time, not oblique, expansive 
moods — celebrate the great out- 
doors, though Rev's overbaked symphonies 
and space-case triumphalism have become 
completely indistinguishable from the Flaming 
Lips. We await their '70s-style supergroup. B+ 




Animal 
Collective 
featuring 
Vashti Bunyan 

Prospect Hummer 
FatCat 



1^ v'rrfi^ Vashti Bunyan's 1970 release, 
~ Just Another Diamond Day, IS an 
jtlUU^^—i underground folk classic; Animal 
HPv^VHj Collective's post-folk experiments 
^^^[^1 constitute Brooklyn's bleeding 
edge. This EP dresses Bunyan's 
spider-web-soft utterances with Animal 
Collective's rhythmic harmonies and untethered 
acoustic strums. Listen carefully and you'll hear 
the creaming of a thousand tight jeans. B-t- 



Roots Manuva 

Awfully Deep 

Big Dada 



Grime? Roots t^anuva don't 
need no effing grime! His post- 
reggae toasting made him an 
oddball U.K. rap star long before 
Dizzee or Kano could text mes- 
sage. But save for the Industrial 
cnjnk of tracks like "Chin High," his third album 
mostly shelves the wit and sui generis style- 
clash. He's defending his tiny turf, even as the 
grass Is dying. C+ 




Boredoms 

SeadrunV 
House of Sun 

Vice/Atlantic 



These Japanese no-w^ave vets' 
power-jams may Induce sponta- 
neous air drumming and an 
overwhelming desire to play 
Hacky Sack with John Zorn. 
"Seadrum" builds from tentative 
ahtihs until orctiestral noise breal<s like cold-day 
sunshine. But "House" drowns in sitar wonkl- 
ness, compulsively hitting high notes like every- 
one's afraid the comedown's gonna suck. B- 




Gang Gang Dance 

God's Money 
Social Registry 



These art-folkles' Idea of tribal 

music relies on cruddy synth 
whooshes and snapping glitch- 
beats rather than drum circles. 
Actually, those might be in there 
too, along with a wailing woman 
who loves Eastern tones, tieckoning you to the 
borough Wu-Tang calls Medina. After all, God's 
money is faith, and this clattering groove could 
convert even the most doubting hipster B+ 




Telepopmusik 

Angel Milk 
Capitol 



This French electronic-pop trio, 
best known for scoring a 
Mitsubishi ad, would like to know 
if you ever wished that Bjdrk's 
voice was less willful, or that the 
new Moby album was beatier, 
but just as ambient. No matter your answer, 
Telepop will drift off into heavily EQ'ed cymbals 
and pastel-gray synth-string washes — and if you 
route your power walk correctly, so will you. B- 




C-Rayz Walz 

Year of the Beast 

Def Jux 



This loopy yet gruff indie MC's 
"Shook Ones"-style Bronx 
upbringing adds a grimy authen- 
ticity to his outre beats and 
zoni<ed-out crime rhymes. So, 
when he spits, "I still feel like a 
pimple / 1 need to pop," it only sounds half as 
goofy as it might coming from someone like 
Slug. Whether that makes him more human is 
your call. B 




Art Brut 

Bang Bang 
Rock and Roll 

Fierce Panda Import 



In the spirit of sex you're too 
drunk for, drugs that don't work, 
and rock cliches that should be 
Sharpied onto your forehead, 
these Brits deconstruct bombast 
via bombastic guitar riffs. Sing- 
speaking like he's working through a Learn fo 
Read handbook, frontman Eddie Argos makes 
fun of star-fuckers and meatheads. Star-fuckers 
and meatheads will totally headbang along. B+ 




Edie Sedgwick 

Her Love Is Real... 
But She Is Not 

DeSoto 



The celebrity-culture eviscera- 
tions wrought by electro-punk 
prankster Edie Sedgwick (a.k.a. 
Justin Moyer) are so rad because 
they laser-point that pang of 
empathy and revulsion that's 
Invariably Induced by, say, Robert Downey Jr.'s 
eternal relapse or Martin Sheen's Vietnam- 
haunted presidency. The songs' absurdity really 
burns live, but this keepsake is a scream. B 




Architecture 
in Helsinki 

In Case We Die 

Bar/None 



It took 43 people and 39 Instru- 
ments (including Theremin and 
hand saw) to muddle together 
this Melbourne collective's spas- 
tically twee, painfully saccharine 
second album. Their fawning 
homage to the Polyphonic Spree is the aural 
equivalent of elementary-school recess: shrill 
shouting and singsong racket — charming only 
when heard somewhere in the distance. D 




108 SPIN 



By Charles Aaron, Jon Caramanica, Nick Catucci, Jon Dolan, Joe Gross, Melissa Maerz, and Michaetangelo Matos 




Reissues 

More proof it was all better before 
you were born By Will Hermes 







"Come on, pull my 
finger": Lee Perry 



Lee Perry, / Am the Upsetter (Trojan) There are more compi- 
lations of this dude's madness than anyone can count (see 
issue 2 of the Beastie Boys' now-defunct Grand Royal maga- 
zine for a partial list). But this four-disc set Is the one to beat. 
Beginning with eccentric rock-steady jams and soul hijackings 
(like "Rebels Train," which bites MFSB's "The Sound of 
Philadelphia") arKi ending with wiggin' dub reggae epiphanies, 
it runs from 1968 to 1978, just before Perry allegedly torched his famed 
Black Ark recording studio. The 1 997 set, Arkology, covered his more famil- 
iar Island-released material, but this is a spliff-and-a-half weirder. See also: 
Various Artists, Run It Red (Blood and Fire) A label t>est-of featuring Perry's 
dub mentor. King Tubby, and more echo than the Grand Canyon. 

HHH^I The Cure, Seventeen Seconds, Faith, Pornography (Rhino) 
t ' W| Goth pop was invented on this drama-queen trilogy, which 
JL descends progressively deeper into the heart of lipsticked 
k ^ darkness. Seventeen Seconds (1 980) finds Robert Smith start- 

ing to get his Phantom of the Opera on, although his new-wave goof, "I'm a 
Cult Hero" (on the generous but otherwise inconsequential bonus disc), 
shows he still had a sense of humor. Faith (1981) is shameless Joy Division 
lite, though "Primary" is as catchy as anything Ian Curtis managed. 
Pornography (1982) is a druggy steel-cage match between death-disco 
drums and tarnished hooks that's somehow still fun to shimmy to. Smith 
would subsequently punch out his bassist, pull a brief Dylan-style disap- 
pearing act, and reemerge with chipper romps like "Let's Go to Bed" and 
"The Lovecats." Go figure: Zoloft hadn't even been invented yet! 



Doug Sahm and the Sir Douglas Quintet, The Complete 
Mercury Recordings (Hip-0) What's with Conor Oberst 
dissing Texas? The state has given us plenty of great 
Americans along with those, um, not so. Patron saint of 
the Austin music scene, Doug Sahm was a blues-bar prodigy from neigh- 
boring San Antonio who dug Ray Charles and spent the hippie era in San 
Francisco, fusing garage rock, R&B, Tex-Mex, jazz, and honky-tonk back 
when "alt-country" meant a commune. These five discs (In a cloth-covered 
book) include his first five Mercury LPs — with classic semi-hits "Mendocino" 
and "She's About a Mover" — plus lost stuff from 1968-'73. See also: 
Various Artists, The Rough Guide to Boogaloo (Worid Music Network) 
Spanglish soul with mad hand claps from late-'60s/earty-'70s Nueva York. 
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: To order back issues of send issue 
date or cover description and $10 per 
copy {check or money order made out to 
SPIN) to: SPIN, P.O. Box 51640, Boulder, 
CO 80322-1640 Att:Back Issues. Or call 

Allow four to six weeks for delivery. 
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COLDPLAY X&Y 
06.07.05 

coldploy.com 
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Star Wars/': Episode III Revenge of the SlthT 

Star Wars': Episode III Revenge of the Sith " is the first video 
game to give you all the powers of the Jedi as you battle 
through the ultimate action experience. Before you see the 
movie, live it. Available in stores on 05.05.05. 

For more information, visit our w/ebsite at lucasarts.com 
or give us a call at (888) LEC-GAMES or (888) 532-4263. 
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Glastonbury Anthems 

DVD in stores June 21. Live 
performances from Radiohead, 
Coldplay. Moby, and others at the 
UK's premier music festival 

Available at Amazon.com, 
Tov^er Records, Virgin Megastores, 
Best Buy and Newfbury Comics 

glastonburyanthems.com 




® TOYOTA 



moving forward » 



Toyota Matrix XR 

The Toyota Matrix XR offers a VVT-i engine, excellent mileage, 
a 115-volt power outlet, 53.2 cubic feet of space, and endless 
possibilities. Call 1-800-Go-Toyota or visit Toyota.com. 

Moving Forward. Toyota. 



This month: Kelly Osbourne sticks it to a hungry pup 

As told to Sarah Lewitinii by Kelly Osbourne Illustration by Amanda Conner 
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